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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Sir CHARLES SCRO OP, Baronet, 


OW hard the fate is of the ſcribling drudge, 
Who writes to all, when yet ſo few can judge! 
Wit, like religion, once divine was thought ; 
And the dull croud believ'd as they were taught : 
Now each fanatick fool preſumes t' explain 
The text, and does the ſacred writ profane: 
For while you Wits each other's fall purſue, 
The Fops uſurp the power belongs to you : 
You think y' are challeng'd in each new play bill, 
And here you come far trial of your ſkill ; 
Where fencer like, you one another burt, 
While with your wounds you make the rabble ſport, 
Others there are that have the brutal will 
To murder a poor play, but want the ſkill. 
They love to fight, but ſeldom have the wit 
To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and hit; 
And therefore like ſome Bully of the town, 
Me'er fland to draw, but knock the poet down. 


42 a With 


PAR OLOCDUE: 


With theſe, like hogs in gardens it ſucceeds, 

They root up all, and know not flowers from weeds, 
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each day, 

To adt your own, and not to mind our play; 
Rehearſe your uſual follies to the pit, 

And with loud nonſenſe drown the flage's wit : 
Talk of your clothes, your laſt debauches tell, 

And witty bargains to each other ſell ; 

Glout on the filly She, who for your ſake 

Can wanity and noiſe for love miſtake ; 


Till the coquet, ſung in the next lamtoon, 


is by ber jealous friends ſent out of Town. 
For, in this duelling, intriguing age, 

The love you make is like the wvar you wage. 
are flitl prevented ere you come t engage. 
But 't is not to ſuch trifling foes as yau, 

The mighty Alexander deigns to ſue ; 

You Perſians of the pit he does d:fpiſe, 

But to the men of ſenſe, for Aid he fies; 


. 2 
On their experienced Arms he now depend, 


Nor fears b odds, if they but probe his friends ; 
For as he once a little handful choſe, 

The numerous Armies of the world “ oppoſe, 

So, back'd by you, who underſiand the rules, 


TH-E 


T H E 


ACT I $CENE L 


Enter HEen=sT10N and LySIMacnus fighting ; 
CLyYTUS parting them. 


Cly. HAT, — you Mad-men ? ha! Put up 
I fay- — 

Then Miſchief's in the Boſoms of ye both. 

Lyſ. J have his Sword. 

Cly. But muſt not have his Life. 

Ly/. Muſt not, old Clytus ? 

Cly. Mad Lyftemachus, you muſt not. 

Hep. Coward Fleſh ! O feeble Arm! 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thiuft, 
He frown'd and ſmil'd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Clytus ! Father of the War; | 
Moft famous Guard of Alexander's Life, 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword 
Lyfimachus is brave, and will but ſcorn me; 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. 

Lyſ. There, take thy Sword, and ſince thou art re- 


ſolv'd 


For Death, thou haſt the nobleſt frcm my Hud. 


A 3 Cly. 
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Ch. Stay thee, Hyſimachus, Hepheſtion, hold; 
I bar you both, my Body interpos'd, 

Now let me ſee which of you dares to ſtrike ; 
By Jo ve ye've ſtirt'd the old Man, that raſh Arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the Wrath of Clytus, and the Will 

Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand, 

Lyſ. Well, I ſhall take another Time, 

Heph. And I. 

Ch. Tis falſe ; 

Another time, what time ? what fooliſh hour ? 

No time, ſhall ſee a brave man do amiſs 

And what's the noble cauſe that makes this madneſs ? 
What big ambition blows this dangerous fire ? 

A Cupid's Puff, is it not woman's breath? 

By all our triumphs in the heat of youth, | 
When towns were ſack'd, and beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work'd me high, 
Clytus ne'er bow'd his body to ſuch ſhame : 

The brave will ſcorn. their cobweb arts— The ſouls 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz'ning ſex, 

Weigh not one thought of any man of war. 

Ly/. I confeſs our vengeance was ill tim'd. 

Ch. Death! I had rather this right arm were loſt, 
To which I owe my glory, than our king | 
Should know your fault—what, on this famous day! 

Heph. I was to blame: 

Cly. This memorable day, 

When our hot maſter, that wou'd tire the world, 
Outride the lab'ring fun, and tread the ſtars ; 
When he inclin'd to reſt, comes peaceful on, 
Liſt'ning to ſongs: while all his trumpets ſleep, 


. And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive ; 


Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broils ? 

We that have temper learn'd, ſhall we awake 

Huſht Mars, the Lion, that had left to roar ? 
Y. Tis true, Clytus is an oracle. 

Put up, Hephe/7ion, did not paſſion blind 

My reaſon, I on ſuch Occaſions too 

Could thus have urg'd. 
Heph, Why is it then we 
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Cly. Becauſe unmann'd 
Why is not Alexander grown example ? 
O that a face ſhou'd thus bewitch a ſoul, 
And ruin all that's right and reaſonable, | 
Talk be my bane, yet the old man muſt talk; 
Not ſo he lov'd when he at Ius fought ; 
And join'd in mighty duel great Darius. 
Whom from his chariot flaming all with gems, 
He hurl'd to earth, and cruſh'd the Imperial crown, 
Nor could the gods defend their images, 
Which with the gaudy coach lay overturn'd ; 
*T was not the ſhaft of love that did the feat, 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two wives he takes, two rival queens diſturb 
The court, and while each hand does beauty hold, 
Where is there room for glory ? 
Heph. In his heart, 
Ch. Well ſaid, 
You are his Favourite, and I had forgot 
Who I was talking to. See Syfpgambis comes 
Reading a letter to your princeſs ; go, 
Now make your claim, while I attend the king. (Exit. 


Enter SYSIGAMB1s, PakIsSaTiIs. 


Par. Did not you love my father? Yes, I fee 

You did, his very name but mention'd brings 
The tears howe'er unwilling to your eyes. 
I lov'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 
My trembling heart which your commands may break, 
But never bend. 

H/, Forbear thy loſt complaints, 

Urge not a ſuit which I can never grant. 
Behold the royal Signet of the King. 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepbeſtion's wife. 

Par. No ſince Lyfmachus has won my heart, 
My body ihall be aſhes, ere another's. 

Sy/. For ſixty rolling years who ever ſtood 
The ſhock of ſtate ſo unconcern'd as I ? 

This whom I thought to govern being young, 
Heay'n, as a plague to power, has render'd "_— 


udge 
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Judge my diſtreſſes, and my temper prize 
Who, tho' unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. 
Ly/. To let you know that miſery does ſway, 
(Both kneel. - 
An humbler fate than yours, fee at your feet 
The loſt Lyfimachus : O mighty queen, 
I have but this to beg, impartial ſtand ; 
And fince Hepheftion ſerves by your permiſſion, 
Diſdain not me who aſk your royal leave 
| To blaſt his throbbing heart before her feet. 
| Heph. A bleſſing like poſſeſſion of the princeſs, 
I No ſervices, nor crowns, nor all the blood 
g That circles in your body can deſerve: | 
© i Therefore I take'all helps, much more the king's ; 67 
| And what your majeſty vouchſaf d to give. 
14 Your word is paſt, where all my hopes muſt hang. 
BY, Ly/. There periſh too—all words want ſenſe in love; 
Ti But love and I bring ſuch a perfect paſſion, 
11 So nobly pure, tis worthy of her eyes, 
( Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. 
i Heph. Such arrogance, ſhou'd Alexander woo, 
| Wou'd loſe him all the conqueſt he has won. 
Ly/. Let not a conqueſt once be nam'd by you, 
| 
| 


Who this diſpute muſt to my mercy own. 

Sy/. Riſe, brave Jyſimachus, Hepheſtion riſe, 
"Tis true Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his love, 
| And *tis as true I promis'd him my aid! 

Your glorious king turn'd mighty advocate, 

| | How noble therefore were the victory, 
| 
i 
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If he could vanquith this diſorder'd love? 
Heph. Twill never be. 
I/. No, I will yet love on. 

And hear from Alexander's mouth, in what 

Hepbeſtion merits more than I. 

G. I grieve, | 

ſ And fear the boldneſs which your love inſpires : 

| But left her fight ſhould haſte your enterpriſe, | Pa 

| 


1 Tis juſt I take the object from your eyes. (Ex. Syſ. Par. 

[ Ly/. She's gone, and ſee the day, as if her look A 
1 Had kindled it, is loft, now ſhe is vaniſfi d. W 
* Hepb. A ſudden gloomineſs and hortrour comes v0 


About me. I. 


ALEMXANDFER the Great. 9 


Ly/. Let's away to meet the king, 
You know my ſuit. 
Heph. Yonder Caſſander comes, 
He may inform us. 
AY. No, I wou'd avoid him, 
There's ſomething in that buſy face of his, 
That ſhocks my nature. 
Heph. Where and what you pleaſe. Exeunt. 


Enter CaSSANDER. 


Call. The morning riſes black, the low'ring fun, 
As it the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew, | 
Drives heavily his ſable chariot on: 1 
The face of day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep, | * 
As it it fear'd the ſtroke which J intend, N | 
Like that of Jupiter———lightning and thunder to 
Ihe lords above are angry, and talk big, \f 
Or rather walk the mighty cirque like mourners, 10 
Clad in long clouds, the robes of hickeſt night, | 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's fall: 
*Fis as Caſſander's foul could with it were, 

Which, whenſoever it flies at lofty miſchief, 
Wou'd ſtartle ſate, and make all heav'n concern'd. 
A mad Chalalean in the dead of night 

Came to my bed-ſide with a flaming torch; 

And beilowing o'er me like a ſpirit damn'd, l 
He cri'd, Weil had it been for Balylan, | 
If curs'd Caſſunder never had been born. | 


1 
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Enter TuesSSALUs, PulLir, with Letters, 


Theſſ. My lord Cafſander ! T8 
Call. Ha! Who's there? 
Phil. Your friends, 

Call. Welcome, dear Theſſalus, and brother Philip. 


Papers———with what contents? 
Is Phil. From Macedon, 


A truſty flave arriv\d— 9 J 

t. y ——gceat Antipater 
Writes that your mother labour'd with you long, 
Your birth was flow, and flow is all your. liſe. 


Ye 


CY. 


- 
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Caſſ. He writes, diſpatch the king—Craterus comes, 
Who in my room muſt govern Macedon ; 
Let him not live a day—he dies to night; 
And thus my father but foreſtalls my purpoſe ; 
Why, am I ſlow then? If I rode on thunder 
I muit a moment have to fall from heaven, 
Ere I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 
Theſſ. The haughty Peolyperchon comes this way, 
A male-content, on whom I lately wrought, 
That for a flight affront at Suſa gen, 
Bears Alexander molt pernicious hate. 
Cal. So when I mock'd the Perſiuns that ador'd him, 
He ſtruck me on the face, and by the hair 
He ſwung me to his guards to be chaſtis'd; 
For which, and for my father's weighty cauſe, 
When I abandon what I have reſolv'd, 
May I again be beaten like a ſlave. 
But lo, where Pohyperebon comes, now fire. him 
With ſuch complaints, that he may ſhoot to ruin, 


Enter POLYPERCHON, 


Pol. Sure I have found theſe friends dare ſecond me, 
T hear freſh murmurs as I paſs along, 
Yet rather than put up, Fil do't alone. 
Did not Pauſanias, a youth, a ſtripling, 
A beardleſs boy, ſwell'd within glorious wrong, 
For a leſs cauſe his father Philip kill ? 
Peace then, full heart! move like a cloud about, 
And when time ripens thee to break, O ſhed 
The ſtock of all thy poiſon on his head. 
Cafſ. All nations bow their head with homage down, 
And kiſs the feet of this exalted man ; 
The name, the ſhout, the blaſt from every mouth, 
Is Alexander: Alexander burſts 
Your cheeks, and with a crack ſo loud 
It drowns the voice of heaven : like dogs ye fawn, 
The earth's commanders fawn, and follow him; 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his blaſphemy ; 
And if this hunter of this barbarous world, 
Put wind himſelf a god, you echo him 
With univerſal cry. Pal. 
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Pol. 1 echo him? 
J fawn, or fall like a fat eaſtern ſlave, 
And lick his feet? boys hoot me from the palace 
To haunt ſome cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walks, 
When thus the noble ſoul of Polyperchon 
Let's go the aim of all his ations, honour. 
Theſſ. The king ſhall ſlay me cut me up alive, {1 
Ply me with fire and ſcourges, rack me worſe i 
Than once he did Phzlotas, ere I bow. & 
Caf]. Curſe on thy tongue for mentioning Phᷣilotas, i 
I had rather thou hadſt Ariſtander been; | 
And to my ſoul's confuſion rais'd up hell 
With all the furies brooding upon horrours, 
Than brought Philotas murder to remembrance. 
Phil. I faw him rack'd, a fight ſo diſmal fad, 
My eyes ne'er did behold. 
Caſſ. So diſmal! peace, 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand 
And think upon the tragedy you ſaw ; 
By Mars it comes, ay now the rack's ſet forth, 
Bloody Craterus his inveterate foe, 
With pitileſs Hepheſtion ſtanding by: 
| Philotas, like an angel ſeiz d by fiends, 
3 Is ſtraight, diſrob'd, a napkin ties his head, 
| His warlike Arms with ſhameleſs cords are bound, 
And ev'ry ſlave can now the valiant wound. 
Pol. Now by the ſoul of royal Philip fled 
dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wou'd be a god, 1s cruel as a devil. 
Caſſ. Oh, Peliperchon, Philip, Theſſalus, 
Did not your eyes rain blood ? your ſpirits burſt, 
To ſee your noble fellow ſoldier burn, 
Yet without trembling, or a tear, endure 
The torments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, « 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and-yet refuſe to ſuffer : 
Ye ſaw him bruig'd, torn to the bones, made bare; 
His veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quiv'ring fleth 
With pincers from his manly boſom ript, 
Till ye diſcover'd the great heart lay panting. 
Pol. Why kilPd we not the king to fave Philotas ? 
Caf]. Aſſes ! fools ! but aſſes will bray, and fools be 
51. angry 5 Why 
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Why ſtood ye then like ſtatues ? there's the caſe, 
'The horrour of the ſight had turn'd ye marble. 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping walls 
Saw the dear body of their godlike Hecłor, 
Bloody and ſoil'd, dragged on the famous ground, 
Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weapons ran, 
To fave the great remains of that prodigious man. 
Phil. Wretched Philotas bloody Alexander! 
Theſſ. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 
Stabb'd in his orchard by the tyrant's doom; 
But where's the need to mention publick loſs; 
When each receives particular diſgrace ? 
Pal. Late I remember to a banquet call'd, 
After Alcides goblet ſwift had gone 
The giddy round, and wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the ſpirits up to talk with kings, 
I faw Craterus with Hepheſtion enter 
In Perſian robes, to Alexander's health 
They largely drank, then turning eaſtward fell 
Flat on the pavement, and ador'd the San. 
Straight to the king they ſacred rev'rence gave 
With ſolemn words, O fon of thund'ring Fowe, 
Young Ammon live for ever; then kiſs'd the ground: 
I laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing afk'd 'em why 
They kiſs'd no harder ;—but the king leapt up, 
And ſpurn'd me to the earth, with this reply, 
Do thou, —whilſt with his foot he preſs'd my neck, 
Till from my ears, my noſe, and mouth, the blood 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the earth, 
For which, I with this dagger in his heart. 
Caf]. There ſpoke the ſpirit of Califthenes, 


Remember he's a man, his fleſh as ſoft 


And penetrable as a girl's: we have ſeen him wounded, 


A ſtone has ſtruck him, yet no thunderbolt: 
A pebble felPd this Jupiter along: 

A ſword has cut him, a javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, a fire burn him, 

A ſurfeit, ay, a fit of common ſickneſs 
Brings this immortal to the gate of death, 


Pol. 
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Pul. Why ſhou'd we more delay tlie glotious bug neſs? 
Are your hearts firm ? | 

Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
To any ruin than I to the King's. 

Thef, And I, | 

Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
Tear up my breaſt and lay my heart upon it. 

Caſſ. Join then, O worthy, hearty, noble hands, 
Fit inſtruments for ſuch majeſtick ſouls ; 
Remember Hermolaus, and be huſh'd. 

Pol. Still, as the boſom of the deſatt night, 
As fatal planets, or deep plotting friends. 

Caſſ. To day he comes from Babylon to Suſa 
With proud'\Roxana. 
Ha ! who's tha look here. 


Enter the ghoſt of king Party, ſhaking a truncheort at 
em, walks over the ſtage. 


Caſſ. Now by the gods, or furies which I ne'er 
Believ'd,—there's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 
What art thou ? glaring thing, ſpeak : whar the ſpirit 
Of our king Philip; or of Polyphentius ? 

Nay, hurl thy truncheon, ſecond it with thunder; 
We will abide—Theſalus, ſaw you nothing? 

Thefſ. Yes, and am more amaz d than you can be. 

Phil. Tis ſaid that many prodigies were ſeen, 
This morn; but none ſo hortible as this, 

Pol, What can you fear? tho? the earth yawn'd fo wide 
That all the labours of the deep were ſeen, 

And Alexander ſtood on the other ſide, 
Pd leap the burning ditch to give him death, 
Or ſink myſelf fot ever. * to the bus'neſs. 

Call. As 1 was ſaying this Ro cd,, whom, 

To aggravate my hate to him, I love, 

Meeting him as he came triumphant flom 

The Indies, kept him revelling at Sue; 

But as I found a deep repentance ſince 

Turns his'atfeQions to the queen Sratira, 

To whom he ſwore (before he cou'd eſpouſe her) 
That he wou'd never bed 1 more. 


Pol. 
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Pol. How did the Perſian queen receive the news 
Of his revolt? 
Theſſ. With grief incredible: | 
Great Sy/gambrs wept, but the young queen 
Fell dead among her maids, 
Nor cou'd their care 
With richeſt cordials, for an hour or more, 
Recover life, 
Call. Knowing how much he lov'd, 
I hop'd to turn her all into Medea; 
For when the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 
I enter'd, and with breath prepar'd did blow 
The dying ſparks into a tow'ring fla me, 
Deſcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving, not unlikely, that the line 
Of dead Darius in her cauſe might riſe. 
Is any panther's, lioneſs's rage 
So furious, any torrents fall ſo ſwift 
As a wrong d woman's hate? thus far it helps 
To give him troubles; which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the court in univerſal uproar, 
But ſee it ripens more than I expeCted, 
The ſcene works up, kill him or kill thyſelf : 
So there be miſchief any way, 'tis well : 
Now change the vizor, every one diſperſe, 
And with a face of friendſhip meet the king. [ Exit. 


Enter SYS1GAMBIS, STATIRA, PARISATIS, 
Attendants. 


Stat. Give me a knife, a draught of poiſon, flames; 
Swell heart, break, break, thou ſtubborn thing ; 
Now, by the ſacred fire, I'll not be held; 

Why do you wiſh me life, yet ſtifle me 
For want of air? pray give leave to walk. 

Sy/. Is there no rev'rence to my perſon due? 
Darius would have heard me: truſt not rumour. | 

Stat. No he hates, eee is ob 
He loaths the beauties which he has enjoy d; 

O, he is falſe, that great, that glorious man, 
Is tyrant midſt of his triumphant ſpoils, 
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Is bravely falſe, to all the gods forſworn ; 

Yet who would think it? no it cannot be, 

It cannot What, that dear proteſting man! 

He that has warm'd my feet with thouſand ſighs, 

Then cool'dꝰ em with his tears, died on my knees, 

Outwept the morning with his dewy eyes, 

And groan'd and ſwore the wond'ring ſtars away? 
/. Now *tis impoſſible, believe thy mother, 

That knows him well. 

Stat, Away, and let me die, 

O, 'tis my fondneſs, and my eaſy nature 

That would excuſe him; but I know he's falſe, 

"Tis now the common talk, the news o'the world, 

Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him. 

That lov'd him, cruel victor as he was, | 

And took him bath'd all o'er in Perſian blood 

Kiſs'd the dear crue! wounds and wath'd 'em o'er 

And o'er intears,—then bound em with my hair, 

Laid him all night upon my panting boſom, 

Lull'd like a child, and huſh'd him with my ſongs. 
Par. If this be true, ah, who wilkever truſt 

A man again ? 

Stat, A man! a man! my Pariſatis, 

Thus wich thy hand held up thus let me ſwear thee, 

By the eternal body of the Sun, 

Whote body, O forgive the blaſphemy, 

I lov'd not half fo well as the leaſt part 

Of my dear precious faithleſs Alexander ; 

For I will tell thee and to warn thee of him, 

Not the ſpring's mouth, nor breath of jeſamin, 

Nor violets infant-ſweets, nor opening buds 

Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's breaſt ; 

From every pore of him a perfume falls, 

He kiſſes ſofter than a ſouthern wind, 

Curls like a vine, and touches like a god. | 
Sy/. When will thy ſpirits reſt, theſe tranſports ceaſe ? 
Stat, Will you not give me leave to warn my fiſter ? 

As I was faying, — but 1 told his ſweetneſs, 

Then he will talk, good gods how he will talk! 

Even when the joy he figh'd for is poſſeſs'd, 

He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and looks ſuch things, 
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Vows with ſo much paſſion, ſwears with ſo much grace, 
That 'tis a kind of heaven to be deluded by him. 
Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear ? 
Stat. Alas, I had forgot, let me walk by 
And weep a while and I ſhall ſoon remember. 
Sy/. Have patience, child, and give her liberty ; 
Paſſions like ona will have their ebbs and flows ; 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the loſſes 
We have receiv'd ſince Alexander's conqueſt 
Can touch my harden'd ſoul, her ſorrow reigns 
Too fully there, | | 
Par. But what if ſhe ſhould kill herſelf ? 
Stat. Rexana then enjoys my perjur'd love: 
Roxana claſps my monatch in her arms ; 
Doats on my congueror, my dear lord, my king, 
De vours his lips, eats him with hungry kiſſes: 
She graſps ham all, ſhe, che curſt happy the. 


By heaven I cannot bear it, tis too much; [Res. 


Fl die or rid me of the burning torture. 
[ will have remedy, I will, I will, | 
Or go diſtracted: Madneſs may throw off 
The mighty load, and drown the flaming paſſion. 
Madam, draw near with all that are in _ 
Ard liſten to the vow which here I make. 

Syſ. Take heed, my dear Statira, and conſider 
V hat deſperate love enforces you to fwear. 

Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſider'd well; 
And here I bid adieu to all mankind. 
Farewell ye coz'ners of the eaſy ſex, _ 
And thou the greateſt, falſeſt, Alexander ; 
Farewell, thou moſt belov'd, thou faithleſs dear; 
If I but mention him the tears will fall; 
Sure there is not a letter in his name, 
But is a charm to melt a woman's eyes. 

Sy/. Clear up thy griefs, thy king, thy Alexander 

Comes on to Babylon. It 1 | 

Stat. Why let him come, 
Joy of all eyes but the forlorn Statira's. 

Sy/. Wilt thou not ſee bim? 

Stat. By heavn I never will! 
This is my vow; my facred reſolution : 
And when I break it - 


( Kneels. 
Sy/. 
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Sy/. Ah, do not ruin all. 
| Stat, May I again be flatter'd and deluded, 
May ſudden death, and horrid, come inſtead 
Of what I with, and take me unprepar'd. | 
H/ Still kneel, and with the ſame breath call again 
The woful imprecation thou haſt made | 
Stat. No I will publiſh it through all the court, 
Then in the bowers of great Semiramis | 
For ever lock my woes from human view. 4 
$y/. Yet be perſuaded, | 
| Stat. Never urge me more, | 
Leſt driven to rage, I ſhould my life abhor. 
And in your preſence put an end to all 
The faſt calamities that round me fall. 
Par, O angry heaven ! what have the guiltleſs done ? 
And where ſhall wretched Pariſatis run. 
S / Captives in war our bodies we teſign'd, 
But now made free, love does our fpirits blind, 
Stat, When to my purpos'd loneneſs I retire, | 


Your fight 1 ove the grates ſhall oft deſire, 
And after Alexander's health inquire : 

And if this paſſion cannot be remov'd, 
Aſk how my reſolution he approv'd ? | 0 
How much he loves, how much he is belov'd 
Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him well 
'Thank the good gods, and hide me in my cell. 

(Exeunt, 
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AC H. SCENE I. 


| Noiſe of Trumpets founding far off. 
The SCENE draus and diſcovers a battle of Crows, or 


Ravens in the Air: an Eagle and a dragon meet and 
fight ; the Eagle drops down with all the reſt of the | | 
Birds, and the Dragon flies away, Soldiers walk off 
ſhaking their Heads, The Conſpirators come forward. 


Caf. Heh the fatal glory of the world, 
The headlong Alexander with a guard 

Of thronging crowds comes on to Babylon, 

Tho' warn'd, in ſpite of all the pow'rs above, 

Who by theſe prodigies foretel his ruin. 

Pol. Why all this noiſe, becauſe a king mult die? 
Or does heaven fear becauſe he ſway'd the earth, 
His ghoſt will war with the high thunderer ? | 
Curſe on the babling fates that cannot ſee 
A great man tumble, but they muſt be talking. 

Caf. The ſpirit of king Philip, in thoſe Arms 
We law him wear, paſs'd groaning thro” the court, 
His dreadful eye-balls rolled their horrour upwards ; 
He wav'd his arms, and ſhook his wondrous head, 
I've heard that at the crowing of the cock 
Lions will roar, and goblings ſteal away; 

But this majeſtick air ſtalks ſteadfaſt on 
Nashi of the morn that calls him from the eaſt, 

or minds the op'ning of the iv'ry door. 

Phil. Tis certain, there was never day like this. 

Caf]. Late as I muſing walk'd behind the palace, 

I met a monſtrous child, that with his hands 
Held to his face, which ſeem'd all over eyes, 

A filver bowl and wept it full of blood : 

But having ſpy'd me, like a cockatrice. 

He glar'd awhile; then with a ſhriek ſo ſhrill 

As all the winds had whiſtled from his mouth; 
He daſh'd me with the gore he held and vaniſh'd. 

Pol. That which befe} me, tho” *twas horrid, yet, 
When I conſider it, appears ridiculous : A 

| For, 
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For, as J paſs'd thro' a by, vacant place, 
I met two women very old and ugly, (breaſts 
That wrung their hands, and howl'd, and beat their 
And cried out poiſon: when I aſt'd the cauſe, 
They took me by the ears, and with ſtrange force 
Held me to the earth, then langh'd and difappear'd. 

Caſſ. O how I love deſtruction with a method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe who weave the plot: 
Like filk-worms we are hid in our own Web, 
But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the ſtrings ; 
And, when time calls, come forth in a new form ; 
Not inſects to be trod, but dragons wing'd. 

Theſſ. The face of all the court is ſtrangely alter'd : 
There's not a Perfian | can meet, but ſtares 
As if he were diſtracted. Owxyartes, 
Statira's uncle openly declaim'd 
Againſt the perjury of Alexander. 

Phil. Others more fearful are return'd to Su/a, 
Dreading Roxana's rage, who comes 1'th rear 
To Babylon. 

Caf]. It glads my riſing ſoul 
That we ſhall ſee him rack'd before he dies : 
J know he loves Statira more than life, 
And on a croud of kings in triumph borne 
Comes, big with expectation, to enjoy her, 
But when he hears the oaths which ſhe has ta'en, 
Her laſt adieu made publick to the world, 
Her vow'd divorce, how will remorſe conſume him! 
Prey, like the bird of hell, upon his liver ! 

Pol. To baulk his longing, and delude his luſt, 
Is more than death, *tis earneſt for damnation. 

Caf]. Then comes Roxana who muſt help our party; 
I know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure 'twas the likeneſs of her heart to mine, 
And ſympathy of natures caus'd me to love her : 
"Tis fix'd, I muſt enjoy her, and no way 
So proper as to make her guilty fiſt. 

Pol. To ſee two rival queens of different humours, 
With a variety of torments vex him, 


| 
[ 
1 


7 


an . _ . 
— — —— — — 


20 The Rival Queens; Or, 


Enter Lys, and Hern. 


Caſſ. Of that anon; but ſee Ly/ymachus 
And the young favourite; ſort, ſort yourſelves, 
And like to other mercenary ſouls 
Adore this mortal god, that ſoon muſt bleed. 
/. Here I will wait the king's approach, and ſtand 
His utmoſt anger, if he do me wrong. 
Heph. That cannot be, from power ſo abſolute 
And high as his. 
Lyſ. Well, you and J have done. 
Pol. How the court thickens ! (Trumpets ſound. 
Caſſ. Nothing to what it will Does he not come 
To hear a thouſand thouſand embaſſies, 
Which from all parts to Babylon are brought, 
As if the parliament of the world 
Had met ; and he came on a god, to give 
The infinite aſſembly glorious audience, 


Enter CLyTUs, ARISTANDER in his robes with a 
wand. 


Ariſ. Haſte, reverend Clytus, haſte and ſtop the king. 
Cly. He is already entered : then the than, 

Of princes that attend ſo thick about him 

Keep all that wou'd approach at certain diſtance, 
Ariſ. Tho' he were hem'd with deities I'd ſpeak to 

And turn him back from his highway to death. (him, 
Cly. Here place yourſelf within his trumpets ſound : 

Lo the Chaldæan prieſts appear, behold 

The ſacred fire, Nearchus and Eumenes 

With their white wands and dreſs'd in eaſtern robes, 

To ſooth the king, who loves the Perſian mode: 

But fee the maſter of the world appears. 


Enter ALEXANDER, all kneel but CLyTvus. 


Heph. O ſon of Jupiter live for ever. 
Alex. Riſe all, and thou my ſecond ſelf; my love; 
O my Hepheſtion, raiſe thee from the earth 
Up to my breaſt, and hide thee in my heart, 1 
re 
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Art thou grown cold; why hang thine arms at diſtance? 
Hug me, or by heaven thou lov'ſt me not. 

Heph. Not love my lord ? break not the heart you 
And moulded up to ſuch an excellence; (iram'd 
Then ſtamp'd on it your own immortal image. 

Not love the king! ſuch is not woman's love, 
So fond a friendfhip, ſuch a ſacred flame, 
As I muſt doubt to find in breaſts above. 

Alex. I hou doſt, thou lov'ſt me, crown of all my 
Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel, (wars, 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus doth the king: no tears Hepbeſſ ion, 

I read thy paſſions in thy manly eyes; 
And glory in thoſe planets of my life, 
Above the rival lights that ſhine in heaven. 

Ly/. I ſee that death muſt wait me, yet III on. 

Alex Tiltell thee, friend, and mark it, all ye piinces: 
Though never mortal man arriv'd to ſuch 
An height as I, yet I would forfeit all; 

Caſt all] my purples, and my conquer'd crowns, 

And die to fave this darling of mv foul. 

Give me thy band, ſhare all wy ſceptres while 

] hive ; and when my hour of fate is come, 

J leave thee, what thou merit'ſt more than I, the world. 
I.. Dread fir, I caſt me at your royal feet, 

Alex. What, my Ly/imachus, whoſe veins are rich 
With our illuſtrious blood; wy kinſman, rife. 

Is not that CHs? 

Cly. your old faithful ſoldier, 

Alex. Come to my hands, thus double arm the king: 
And now methinks I ſtand like the dread god, 

Who, while his priefts and I quaff'd ſacred blood, 

Acknowledg'd me his ſon. My light'ning thou, 

And thou my mighty thunder. I have ſeen, 

I've ſeen thy glittering ſword outfly celeftial fire: 

And when I cried begone, and execute, 

I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting hinds, 

Nor bent the tender graſs beneath his feet. 

Switter than ſhadows fleeting o'er the fields; 

Nay, even the winds, with all their ftock of wings. 

Have puff d behind, as wanting breath to reach him. 
Ly/. But it your majeſty Cly, 
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Cly. Who would not loſe 
The laſt dear drop of his blood for ſuch a king? 
Alex. Witneſs my elder brother of the ſky, 
How much I love a ſoldier Oh ! my Clytus, 
Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicus 
Thou didit preſerve me from unequal force? 
It was when Spithridates and Rbeſaces, 
Fell both upon me with two dreadful ſtrokes, 
And clove my temper'd helmet quite in ſunder ; 
Then I remember, then thou didſt me ſervice : 
I think my thunder ſplit them to the navel. 
CH. To your great ſelf you owe that victory, 
And ſure your arms did never gain a nobler. 
Alex. By heaven they never did, for well thou knoweſt, 
And I am prouder to have paſs'd that ſtream, 
Than that I drove a million o'er the plain. 
Can none remember ? yes, I know all muſt, 
When glory, like the dazling eagle, ſtood, 
Perch'd on my beaver in the Granick flood ; 
When fortune's ſelf my ſtandard trembling bore, 
And the pale fates ſtood frighted on the ſhore, 
When the immortals on the billows rode, 
And I myſelf appear'd the leading god. 
Ariſ. But all the honours which your youth has won 
Are Joſt, unleſs you fly from Babylon 
Haſte with your Chiefs, to Suſa take your way, 
Fly for your life, deſtructive is your ſtay, 
This morning having view'd the angry ſky, | 


And mark'd the prodigies that threatned high, 
To our bright god I did for ſuccour fly; 

But oh 
Alex. What fears, thy reverend boſom ſhake ! 
Or doſt thou from ſome dream of horrour wake ? 
If ſo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking hand, 

Or fall behind while I the danger ſtand. 

Ariſ. To Oroſmade's cave I did repair, 
Where I aton'd the dreadful god with prayer; 
But as I pray'd, I heard long groans within, 
And ſhrieks as of the damn'd that howl for fin : 
I knew the Omen, and I fear'd to ſtay, 

But proſtrate on the trembling pavement lay : 


When 
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When he bodes happineſs, he anſwers mild; 
T was ſo of old, and the great image ſmil'd: 
But now in abrupt thunder he replied 
Loud as rent rocks, or roaring ſeas he cried, tr 
All empires, crowns, glory of Babylon, "1. 
Whoſe head ſtands wrapt in clouds, muft tumble down; i" 
Alex. If Babylon muſt fall, what 18't to me? vet. 
Or can I help immutable decree ? 
Down then, vaſt frame, with all thy lofty towers, 
Since 'tis ſo order'd by almighty powers; 
Preſs'd by the fates, unlooſe your golden bars, 
Tis great to fall the envy of the ſtars, 


Enter PexDiccas, MeLEaAGEs. 


Mel. O horrour ! 
Perd, Dire portents ! 
Alex. Out with 'em then, 
What, are ye ghoſts, ye empty ſhades of men? 
If fo the myſtecies of hell unfold, 
And all the ſcrolls of deſtiny unroll ? 
Open the brazen leaves and let it come ; 
Point with a thunder-bolt your monarch's doom. 
Perd. As Meleager and myſelf in field, 
Your Perſian horſe about the army wheel'd : 
We heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing wind, 
And a thick ſtorm the eye of day did blind : 
A croaking noiſe reſounded through the air, 
We look'd and ſaw big ravens battling there: 

Each bird of night appear'd himſelf a cloud, (blood. 
They met and fought, and their wounds rain'd black 
Mel. All, as for honour, did their lives expoſe ; 

Their talons claſh'd, and beaks gave mighty blows, 
' Whilſt dreadful ſounds did our Card ſenſe aſſail, 
As of ſmall thunder, or huge Scythian hail. 
Perd. Our augurs ſhook, when with a horrid groan, 
We thought that all the clouds had tumbled down, | 
Soldiers, and chiefs, who can the wonder tell? 
Struck to the ground, promiſcuouſly fell; 
While the dark birds, each pond'rous as a ſhield, . 
For fifty furlongs hid the fatal field. | 


Alex. 


* 


24 The RIVA I. Quzens; Or, 


Alex, Be witneſs for me, all ye powers diyine, | 
If ye be angry, tis no fault of mine; i | 


Therefore let furies face me with a band 1 
From hell, my virtue ſhall not make a ſtand; | Ar 
Though all the curtains of the ſky be drawn, [ 
And the ſtars wink, young Antmorn' ſhall go on: ao” 
While my Szatira ſhines, I cannot ſtay, 13 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way, | N Bu 
And her bright eyes create another day. 13 
Ly/. Ere you remove, be pleasd, dread fir, to hear ; Ha 
A prince allied to you by blood. 1389 
Alex. Speak quickly. a 
Ly/. For all that I have done for you in war, I 
I beg the princeſs Pariſatis. ; . 
Alex. Ha, — , 
Is not my word already paſt ? Hlepheſt ion, | Lo 
I know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her; At 
We heard of this before Lyfe machus, 3 ; 
I kere command you nouriſh no deſign, | BY. 
To prejudice my perſon in the man oO 
I love, and will prefer to all the world. | c T1 
Ly/. I never fail'd to obey your majeſty, 5 
Whilſt you commanded what was in my power; Sp 
Nor could Hepbeſt ion fly more ſwift to ſerve, a 
When you commanded us to ſtorm a town, 
Or fetch a ſtandard from the enemy ; 
But when you charge me not to love the princeſs, 
I muſt confeſs, I diſobey you, as [-- 2 
] would the gods benden ſhould they command. | 8 
Alex. You ſhou'd, brave fir, hear me, and then be 8 : 
When by my order, curſt Cali/thenes, (dumb. 4 
Was as a traytor doom'd to live in torm ent; | W. 
Yout pity ſped him in deſpite of me. [-- 
Think not I have forgot your inſolence ; 3 
No, though I pardon'd it, yet if again E B Bet 
Thou dart to croſs me with another erime, 3 
The bolts of fury ſhalt be doubled on the. 1 
In the mean time think not of Pariſatis; _ 1 
For if thou doſt, by Jupiter Ammon,,. STK 
By my own head, and by king Philip's ſoul, x 
Til not reſpe& that blood of mine thou ſhar'lt, | 3 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. 13 


Ly/. 
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Ly/. I doubfE&d not at firſt but I ſhould meet 9 
Vour indignation, yet my ſoul's reſolv'd, 14 
And I ſhall never quit fo brave a prize, * 
While 1 can draw a bow, or lift a ſword, | 

Alex. Againſt my life: hah! was it ſo? how now? I 
'Tis faid that I am raſh, of haſty humour; | 


But I appeal to the immortal gods, | N 
If ever petty 5 provincial lord 5 
Had temper like to mine? my ſlave, whom I i| 


Cou'd tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
Cly. Contain yourſelf, dread fir ; the noble prince, 
I ſee it in his countenance, would die | 
To juſtify his truth, but love makes many faults. 
Lyſ. I meant his minion there ſhould feel my arm, | 
Love aſks his blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 1 
At my deſtruction. I 


Alex. Now be thy own judge, i 
I pardon thee for my old C/ytus fake ; 1 
But if once more thou mention thy raſh love, 1 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hepheſtion's precious life, | | 
III pour ſuch ſtorms of indignation on thee , | 


Philotas' rack, Caliſthenes diſgrace, 
Shall be delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 


Enter SyYSIGAMB1Is, PARISATIS. 


Heph. My lord, the queen comes to congratulate 
Your ſafe arrival. | 


Alex. O thou the beſt of women, } N 
Source of my joy, bleſt parent of my love. 


Sy/. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe adorations N 
Which from the Perſian family are due: fl 


Have you not rais'd us from our ruins high ? 


And when no hand could help, nor any eye 


Behold us with a tear, your's pitied me ; Wi 

You like a god ſnatch'd us from ſorrow's gulph, | if 

Fix'd us in thrones above our former ſtate. a | it 
Par. Which, when a ſoul forgets, advanc'd ſo nobly, 14 


May it be drown'd in deeper miſery. U 
Alex. To meet me thus, was generouſly done; 

But till there wants to crown my happineſs, 

Life of my empire, treaſure of my ſoul, 


My 
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My dear Statira : Oh that heavenly beam, 
Warmth of my brain, and fire of my heart.; 
Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this time T:had been amongſt the gods; 
If any extaſy. can make a height, 

Or any rapture hurl us to therheavens. 

CH. Now who ſhall Gare to tell him the gueen's vow * 
Alex. How fares my'lave.?;ha,—neitherc anſwet me? 
Ye raiſe my wonder,:darkneſs overwhelms, me, 
If royal Sy/gambis does not weep. 
Trembling and horrour pierce me cold as ice, 
Is ſhe not well? what, none, none anſwer me? 
Or is. it worſe ? keep down ye niling ſig hs, 
And murmur in the hollow. of my brealt. 
Run to my heart. andi gather. mote ſad ind; 
That when the voice of fate ſhall call you. forth, 
Ye may, at one ruſh, from the ſeat of life, 
Blow the blood out, and burſt like a bladder. 
Heph..I wow'd relate it but my courage fails me. 
Alex. If ſhe be dead that if?s impoſſible; 
And let none here affirm it for his ſoul: 
For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a lic, 
Fil have his body ſtraight impal'd before me; 
And glut my eyes upon his bleeding entrails. 
Cafſ. How will this engine of unruly paſſion 
Roar, when we have ram'd him to the mouth with 
poiſon ? (afede. 
Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were. rgoted here 
Like to the ſenſeleſs trees, while to. the ſtupid grove 
I, like a wounded lion, . groan my griefs, 
And none will anſwer—what, not my Hepheftion ? 
If thou haſt any love for Alexander, 
If ever I oblig'd thee by my care, 
When my quick ſight has watch'd thee in the fight 
Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent forth cries, 
And like a mother waſh'd thee- with my tears. 
If this be true, if I deſerve thy love, 
Eaſe me and tell the cauſe of my diſaſter. 

Heph. Your mourning, queen, (which I had told before, 
Had you been calm,) has no diſeaſe but ſorrow, 
Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous pangs : 
She heard (for what can ſcape a watchful. lover?) 
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That you at S, breaking all your vows, 
Re la psd, and, conquer'd by Roxana's charms, 
Gave up yburſelf devoted to her Arms. 

Alex. I know that ſubtile creature in my tiot, 
My reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to her bed; 
But whenl wak*d | ſhook the. Circe off, 
Though that Enchantreſs held me by the arm, 
And wept, and 3 all the force of love; 
Nor griev'd I lets for that which I had done, 
Than when at Thais' ſuit, enrag'd with wine, 
I ſet the fam'd 'Peyſepolis on hire, 

Heph. Your Queen Statira took it ſo to heart, 
That, in the agony of love, ſhe ſwore 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again; 
With dreadſul imprecations ſhe confirm'd 
Her oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it, 


Alex. Hal did the ſwear ? did that ſweet. creature. 


I'll not believe it, no, the is all ſoftneſs, [ſwear ? 

All melting, mild, and calm as a rock'd infant 

Nor can you wake her into cries; by Heav'n, 

She is the child of love, and ſhe was born in ſmiles, 
Per. I, and my weeping mother heard her ſwear. 
Sy/. And with ſuch fierceneſs did ſhe aggtavate, 

The foulneſs of your fault, that I cou'd with. . 

Your majeſty wou'd blot her from your breaſt. 

Alex. Blot her, forget her, hurl her from my boſom, 

For ever loſe that ſtar that gilds my life, 

Guide of my days, and goddeſs of my nights! 

No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in ſpite of vows, 

My ſoul and body both are twiſted with her. 

'The god of love empties his golden quiver, 

Shoots every grain of her into my heart; 

She is all mine, by Heav'n I feel her here 

Panting, and warm, the deareſt. O Satire ! 

Sy/. Have'patience, ſon, and truft to heav'n.and me; 

If my authority, or the remembrance 

Of dead Darius, or her mother's ſoul 

Can work upon her, ſhe again is yours. 

Alex. O, mother help me, help your wounded ſan, 

And move tlie ſoul of my offended. dear; 

But fly, haſte, ere the fad proceſſion's made. 

C2 Spend 
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Spend not a thought in a reply — be gone, 
It you wou'd have me live and, Pariſatis, 
Hang thou about her knees, waſh em with tears: 
Nay haſte, the breath of gods, and eloquence 
Of angels go along with you O my heart! 

| ' [Exeunt Syſ. and Par. 

Lyſ. Now let your majeſty who feels the torments 
And ſharpeſt pangs of love, encourage mine. 

Alex. Ha 

Cly. Are you a madman? is this a time ? 

Ly/. Yes, for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 

Leſt ſomething worſe befal himſelf. 

Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus, to thy undoing ? 
Death thou ſhould'ſt have, were it not courted ſo ; 
But know to thy coufuſion, that my word, 

Like deſtiny, admits not a reverſe ; 

Therefore, in chains, thou ſhalt behold the nuptials 

Of my Hlepheſtion - guards, take him priſoner. 
Ly/. 1 ſhall not eaſily reſign my ſword, 

Tin 1 have died it in my rival's blood, 

Alex. Icharge you kill him not, take him alive; 

The dignity of kings is now concern'd, 

And I will find a way to tame this beaſt. 

Cly. Kneel, for I ſee lightning in his eyes. 

Lyſ. | neither hope nor aſk a pardon of him; 
But if he ſhou'd 8 my ſword, I wou'd, 

With a new violence, 1un againſt my rival. 

Alex. Sure we, at laſt, ſhall conquer this fierce lion: 
Hence from my ſight, and bear him to a dungeon, 
Perdiccas, give this lion to a lion; 

None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his mouth, away. 

Cly. The king's extremely mov'd. 

Eum. I dare not ſpeak. 

 Cly. This comes of love and women; tis all madneſs; 
Yet were I heated now with wine, I ſhou'd 
Be preaching to the king for this rath fool. 

Alex, Come hither, Clytus, and my dear Hepheſtion ; 
Lend me your arms, help, for I am ſick o'th' ſudden. 
1 fear, betwixt Szatira's cruel love, 

And fond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. 

Ch. Better the Perfran race were all undone. 


Heph. 
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Heph. Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your head, | ; 
As if you'd leave the empire of this world, 14 


Which you with toil have won. 1 


Alex. Wou'd F had not; 1 
There's no true joy in ſuch unweildy fortune. 
Eternal gazers laſting troubles make, | 
All find my ſpots, but few my brightneſs take. 1 
Stand off, and give me aii 
Why was I born a prince, proclaim'd a god'? | 
Yet have no liberty to look abroad ? | 
Thus palaces in proſpect bar the eye, | 
Which pleas'd and free, wou'd'o'er the cottage fly; > 
Oter flow'ry lands to the gay diſtant ſky. | 
Farewell then, empire, and the racks of love; 
By all the gods, Iwill to wilds remove; 
otretch'd ike a Sylvan god, on graſs lie down, 
And quite forget that &er I wore a crown. 


ACM S CEN K-16 


Enter Eomenes, Prilie, Tyessatus, PER DIic- 
CAS, LYSIMACHUS, Guards, 


Eum, FAREWELL, brave ſpirit, when you come 
above, f | 
Commend us to Philctas and the reſt 
Of our great friends. | 
Theſſ. Perdiccas, you are grown 
In tru, be thankful for your noble office. 
Ferd. As noble as you ſentence me, Td give 
This arm that Theſ/atus were ſo employ'd. 
HY. Ceaſe theſe untimely jars, farewell to all, [1 
Fight for the king as I have done, and then 751 
You may be worthy of a death like mine Lead on. 10 


27 


Enter 
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Enter PARISATIS. 


Par. Ah! my Hi macbus, where are you going? 
Whither? to be devoured ? Oh barbarous prince! 
Cou'd you expoſe your life to the king's rage, 

And yet remember mine was tied to yours ? 

Ly/. The gods preſerve you ever 1 the ills 
That threaten me; live, madam, to enjoy 
A nobler fortune, and forget this wretch. 

I ne'er had worth, nor is it poſſible 
'That all the blood which I ſhall loſe this day, 
Shou'd merit this rich ſorrow from your eyes. 

Par. The king, I know, is bent to thy deſtruction; 
Now, by command, they forc'd me from his knees : 
But take this ſatisfaCtion in thy death, 

No power, command, my mother's, ſiſter's tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel loſs. 

/ Live, princeſs, live; howe'er the king diſdains 
Perhaps unarm'd and fighting for your ſake, [me, 
I may perform what ſhall amaze the world, 

And force him yet to give you to my arms. 

Away, Perdiccas, dear Eumenes, take 

The princeſs to your charge, [Exerunt Perd. Lyſ. Guards. 
 Eum. Oh cruelty ! 

Par. Lead me, Eumenes, lead me from the light, 
Where I may wait till I his ruin hear, 

Then free my ſoul to meet him in the air. 
| [Exeunt Par. and Eum. 

Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes, 
A haughty vengeance gathers up her brow. 

Thef]. Peace, they have rais'd her to their ends; obſerve, 


Enter Rox ANA, CASSANDER, POLYPERCHON. 


Rox. Oh you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad; 
Said you fo paſſionately, is't poſſible? 
So kind to her, and ſo unkind to me? 1 
Caſſ. More than your utmoſt fancy can invent? 
He ſwooned thrice at hearing of her vow, _ 
And when our care as oft had brought back life, 
He drew his ſword, and offer'd at his breaſt. 


Fol. Then rail'd at you with ſuch unheard of curſes ! 


Rox, 
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Rex, Away, be gone, and give a whirlwind room, 
Or I will blow you up like duſt; avaunt : 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my toil. 
Roxana and Statira, they are names 
That muſt for ever jar : eternal diſcord, 
Fury, revenge, difdain and indignation 
Tear my ſwoll'n breaſt, make —_— for fire and tempeſt, 
My brain is burſt, debate and reafon quench'd, 
The ſtorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart 
Splits with the rack, while paſſions like the winds 
Riſe up to heaven, and put out all the ſtars, 
What faving hand, or what almighty arm 
Can raiſe me linking ? 
Caſſ. Let your own arm fave you 
"Tis in your power, your beauty is almighty; 
Let all the ſtars go out, your eyes can light em : 
Wake then, bright planet, that ſhou'd rule the world, 
Wake, like the moon, from your too long eclipſe, 
And we, with all the inſtruments of war, 
Trumpets and drums, will help your glorious abou; 
Pol. Put us to act, and with a violence 
That fits the ſpirits of a moſt wrong'd woman : 
Let not Medea's dreadful vengeance ftand 
A pattern more, but draw your own fo fierce, 
It may for ever be original. + 
Cafſ. Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes ſo bravel y bold 
Till you have form'd a face of ſo much horrour, 
That gaping furies may run frighted back; 
That envy may devour herfelf for madneſs, 
And fad Meduſa's head be turn'd to ſtone. | 
Rox. Yes, we will have revenge, my inſtruments, 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 
But comes far ſhort, wanting of what Lam: 
When, in my nonage, I at Zogdia liv'd, 
Amongſt my ſhe 9 would reign; 
Drew em from idleneſs, and little arts | 
Of coining looking, and laying ſnares for lovers; 
Broke all their glaſſes, and their attires tore: 
Taught 'em like Amazons to ride, and chaſe 
Wild beaſts in deſarts, and to maſter men. 
Caſſ. Her looks, her euere her ev'ry motion fires 
me, | Ot e. 
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Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's conqueſts, 
How, with a handful, he had millions ſlain, 
Spoil'd all the eaſt, their queens his captives made, 
Yet with what chaſtity, and god-like temper 
He ſaw their beauties, and with pity bow'd ; 
Methought I hung upon my father's lips, 
And wilh'd him tell the wond'rous tale again; 
Left all my ſports, the woman now return'd, 
And ſighs uncalld won'd from my boſom fly; 
And all the night, as my Adraſte told, 
In flumbers grozn'd- and murmur'd Alexander. 
Call. Curſe on the name, but I will ſoon remove 
That bar of my ambition and my love, 
Rox. At laſt to Zogdia this triumpher came, 
And cover'd o'er with laurels forc'd our city: 
At night I by my father's order ſtood, 
With fifty virgins, waiting at a banquet. 
But oh how glad was I to hear his court, 
To feel the preſſure of his glowing hand, 
And taſte the dear, the falſe proteſting lips. 
Call. Wormwood and hemlock henceforth grow 
about em. 
Rox. Gods! that a man ſhould be ſo great and baſe! 
What ſaid he not when, 1n the bridal bed, 
He claſp'd my yielding body in his arms. 
When with his fiery lips devouring mine, 
And moulding with his hand my throbbing breaſt, 
He ſwore the globe of heav'n and earth were vile 
To thoſe rich worlds; and talk'd, and kiſs'd, and lov'd, 
And made me ſhame the morning with my bluſhes. - 
Caſſ. Yet after this prove falſe ! 
Pol. Horrid perjury! 
Call. Not to be match'd ! 
Pol. O you muſt find revenge! 
Caſſ. & perſon of your ſpirit be thus lighted f 
For whole defire all earth ſhou'd be too little. 
Rox. And ſhall the daughter of Durius hold him; 
That puny girl, that ape of my ambition? 
That cried for milk when I was nurs'd in blood! 
Shall ſhe, made up of watry element, 
A cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper god, 
While J am caſt like lightning from his hand ? 


— 


. 


No, 
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No, I muſt ſcorn to prey on common things; 
Tho” hurl'd to earth by this diſdainful Fove, 

1 will rebound to my own orb of fire, 

And with the wreck of all the heav'ns expire. 

Cal Now you appear yourſelf; 

Tis noble anger. 

Rox. May the illuſtrious blood that fills my womb, 
And ripens to be perfect god-head born, 
Come forth a fury, may Barſina's baſtard 
Tread it to hell, and rule as ſov'reign loid, 
When I permit Statira to enjoy 
Round s right, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 


Enter SYSIGAMBIS, STATIRA, in MOUrnINg. 


Caf], Behold her going to ſulhl her vow; 
Old Sy/igambis whom the king engag'd, 
Reſiſts, and awes her with authority, 

Rox.” Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhou'd pity her. 

/ O my Statira, how has paſſion hang d thee ! 
Think if thou drive the king to ſuch extremes, 
What in his ſury may ke not denounce 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt Darius? 

Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning ſiſter for my ſake, 
And tell him, how with ny departing breath 
I raid not, but ſpoke kindly of his perſon, 
Nay, wept to think of our divided loves, 
And ſobbing ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 

Rox. Grant, heav'n; ſome eaſe to this diſtracted wretch! 
Let her not linger out a life in torments, 
Be theſe her laſt words, and at once diſpatch her. 

H/. No, by the everlaſting fire I ſwear, 
By my Darius foul, I never more 
Will dare to look on Alexander's face, 
If you refuſe to ſee him. 

Rox. Curſe on that cunning tongue, I fear her now. 

Caf]. No, ſhe's reſolv'd. 

Stat. I caſt me at your feet, 

To bathe em with my tears; or, if you pleaſe, 
III let out life, and waſh 'em with my blood, 
But ſtill conjure you not to rack my ſoul, 


Nor 
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Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs. 

Shou'd now Darius awful ghoſt appear, 

And my pale mother ſtand beſeeching by, 

] wou'd perſiſt to death, and keep my vow. 
Rox. She ſhows a certain bravery of ſoul, 

Which I ſhou'd praiſe in any but my rival. 


Die then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now 


That ſoft belov'd, nor doſt thou ſhare my blood. 
Go, hide thy baſeneſs in thy lonely grot, 
Ruin thy mother, and thy royal houte, 
Pernicious creature, ſhed the innocent 
Blood, and ſacrifice to the king's wrath 
The lives of all thy people; fly, be gone, 
And hide thee where bright virtue never ſhone : 
The day will ſhun thee, nay, the ſtars that view 
Miſchiefs and murders, deeds to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this; Go, go, thy crimes deplore, 
And never think of Sy/fpambis more. 
Rox. Madam, I hope you will a queen forgive, 
Roxana weeps do {2 Slglira gricvv. 
How noble is the brave reſolve you make, 
To quit the world for Alexander's ſake ? 
Vaſt is your mind, you dare thus greatly die, 
And yield the king to one ſo mean as I: 
"Tis a revenge will make the victor ſmart, 
And much I fear your death will break his heart. 
Stat. You counterfeit, I fear, and know too well 
How much your eyes all beauties elſe excel: 
Roxana, who, tho” not a princeſs born, 
In chains could make the mighty victor mourn, 
Forgetting pow'r when wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſeleſs, yet even then you knew to charm : 
Preſerve him by thoſe arts that cannot fail, 
While I the loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 
Rox. I hope your majeſty will give me leave 


To wait you to the grove, where you wou'd grieve 


Where like the turtle, you the loſs will moan 
Of that dear mate, and murmur all alone. 

Stat. No, proud triumpher o'er my falling ſtate, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay to fill me with my fate: 
Go to the conqueſt which your wiles may boaſt, 
And tell the world you left Szatira loſt. 
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Go ſeize my faithleſs Alexander's hand, 

Both hand and heart were once at my command 
Graſp his lov'd neck, die on his fragrant breaſt, | 
Love bim like me, whoſe love can't be expreſs'd, \ 
He mult be happy, and you more than bleſs'd; 

While I in darkneſs hide me from the day, | 
That with my mind I may his form ſurvey, a 
And think ſo long, till I think life away. 

Rox. No, ſickly virtue, no, 

Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy loves loſs bemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures thro' thy fancy run ; 
That were to make thee bleſt as I can be: 

But thy no thought I muſt, I will decree ; 

As thus I'll torture thee till thou art mad, 

And then no-thoughrt to purpoſe can be had, 

Stat, How frail, how cowardly is woman's mind ? 

We ſhriek at thunder, dread the ruſtling wind, g 
And glitVring ſwords the brighteſt eyes will blind, 
Vet when ſtrong jealouſy inflames the ſoul, 
The weak will roar, and calms to tempeſt roll. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far ; 
My blood may boil, and bluſhes ſhow a war. 

Rox. When you retire to your Reamantick cell, 
ITIl make thy ſolitary manſion hell, 

Thou ſhalt not reſt by day, nor ſleep by night; 

But ſtill Roxana ſhall thy ſpirit fright : 

Wanton in dreams, if thou dar'ſt dream of bliſs, 

Thy roving ghoſt may think to ſteal a kiſs ; 

But when to his ſought bed, thy wand'ring air, 

Shall for the happineſs it with'd repair, 

How will it groan to find thy rival there ? 

How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee 

Thro' the drawn curtains, that great man and me, 

Wearied with laughing joys, ſhot to the ſoul, 

While-thou;ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnaſh thy teeth 
and howl. 

Stat. O barb'rous rage! my tears I cannot keep, 
But my full eyes, in ſpite of me, will weep. 

Rox, The king and I, in various pictures drawn, 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o'er with lawn, 3 
a 
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Shall be the daily preſents I will ſend, 
To help thy ſorrow to her journey's end. 
And when we hear at laſt thy hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my Gear love and I, 
Will come and haſten on thy ling'ring fates, 
And ſmile, and kiſs thy foul out thro' the grates. 
Stat. Lis well, I thank thee ; thou haſt wak'd a rage, 
Whoſe boiling now no temper can aſſwage: 
I meet thy tides of jealouſy with more, 
Dare thee to duel, and daſh thee o'er and o'er, 
Rox. What wou'd you dare? 
Stat. Whatever you dare do, 
My warring thoughts the bloodieſt tracts purſue ; a 
I am by love a fury made, like you: 
Kill or be kilPd, thus ated by deſpair, 
Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Statira does not dare ? 
Stat. Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 
Rox. I tow'r indeed o'er thee ; 
Like a fair wood, the ſhade of kings I land, 
While thou, fick weed, doſt but inſect the land. 
Stat. No, like an ivy I will curl thee round, 
Thy ſapleſs trunk of all its pride confound, | 
Then dry and wither'd bend thee to the ground. 
What Sy/#gambis” threats, objected fears, 
My ſiſter's ſighs, and Alexander's tears, 
Cou'd not effect, thy rival rage has done; 
My foul, who ftart at breach of oaths begun, ; 
Shall to thy ruin violated run. 
Fl fee the king in fpite of all I ſwore, 
Tho? curſt, that thou mayeſt never ſee him more. 


Enter PerRDICCas, ALEXANDBR, SYSIGAMBIS, 
Attendants, Cc. 


Per; Madam, your royal mother, and the king. 
Alex. O my Statira f O my angry dear! 
Turn thine eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them: 
What ſhall I fay to work upon thy ſoul ? 
Where ſhall I throw me? whither ſhall I fall? 

Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 

Alex. For thee I will, 


Before 
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Before thy feet I'll have a grave dug up, 
And periſh quick, be buried ſtraight aliye : 
Give me but, as the earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, and a relenting word, 
Say but *twas pity that ſo great a man, 
Who had ten thouſand deaths in battle ſcap'd, 
For one poor fault ſo early thou'd remove, 
And fall a martyr to the god of love. 
Rox. Is then Roxana's love and life ſo poor, 
That for another you can chooſe to die, 
Rather than live for her ? what have I done ? 
How am I alter'd fince at Suſe laſt 
You ſwore and ſeal'd it with a thouſand kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxana's ſinalleſ{t charm, 
You wou'd forego the conquelt of the world, 
Alex. Madam, you beſt can tell what magick drew 
Me to your charms, but let it not be told 
For your own fake ; take that conquer'd world : 
Diſpoſe of crowns and ſceptres as you pleaſe, 
Let me but have the freedom, for an hour, 
To make account with this wrong'd Innocence, 
Stat, You know, my lord, you did commit a fault : 
I aſk but this, repeat your crime no more, 
Alex, O never, never. 
> Rox. Am I rejected then? 
Alex. Exhauſt my treaſures, 
Take all the ſpoils of the fair conquer'd Indzes : 
But for the eaſe of my afflicted ſoul, 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 
Rox. Les, I will go, ungrateful as thou art; 
Bane to my life, thou torment of my days, 
Thou murderer of the world; for as thy ſword 
Hath cut the lives of thouſand thouſand men, 
So will thy tongue undo all woman-kind, 
But Tl be gone; this laſt diſdain hath cur'd me, 
And I am now grown ſo indifferent, 
I could behold you kiſs without a pang ; 
Nay, take a torch and light you to your bed: 
But do not truſt me, no, for if you do, 
By all the furies and the ore of love, 


Sw 
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By love, which is the hotteſt burning hell, 
I'll ſet you both on fire to blaze for ever, [Exit, 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſſible ? good gods, 
That guilt can ſhow fo lovely! yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear life I do. 
Alex. Ha, Pardon! ſaidſt thou, pardon me? 
/. Now all thy mother's bleſſings fall upon thee, 


| My beſt, my moſt belov'd, my own Stat ira. 


Alex. Is it then true that thou haſt pardon'd me ? 

And is it given me thus to touch thy hand, 

And fold thy body in my longing arms? 

T'o gaze upon thy eyes, my happier ſtars ? 

'Totaſte thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, 

While every ſigh comes forth ſo fraught with ſweets, 
Tis incenſe to be offer'd to a god. | 

Stat, Yes, dear impoſtor, *tis moſt true that I 
Have pardon'd thee ; and *tis as true, that while 
] ſtand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 
Thy tongue will make me wanton as thy wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy hand, my body om : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt adieu, 
"Theſe your laſt ſighs, and theſe your parting tears 
Farewell, farewell, a long and laſt farewell, 

Alex. O my Hephe/tian, bear me, or I fink, 

Stat, Nay, you may take, ——-—heaven how my 

heart throbs ! 

You may, you may, if yet ycu think me worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling lips a parting kiſs. 

Alex. No, let me ſtarve firſt ;—why, Sratira, why? 
What is the meaning of all this ? O gods! 
I know the cauſe, my working brain divines, 

You'll fay you pardon'd, but with this reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 

To ſlumber by the fide of that falſe man, 
Nor give a heav'n of beauty to a devil: 
Thick you not thus ? ſpeak, madam. 

Sy/. She is not worthy, fon, of ſo much ſorrow : 

Speak comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Statrra, 
] aſk thee by thoſe tears; ah canſt thou e'er 
Pretend to love, yet with dry eyes behold him? ; 
g Alex. 
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Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt ſounds : 
Wou'd ſhe but ſpeak, tho' death, eternal exile 
Hung at her lips, yet white her tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be muſick even ia my undoing. 

Stat. Still, my lov'd lord, I cannot fee you thus 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your bed: 

OI ſhall find Roxana in your arms, 

And taſte her kiſſes left upon your lips. 
Her curſt embraces have defil'd your body, 
Nor ſhall I find the wonted ſweetneſs there, 
But artificial ſmells, and ſtinking odours, 

Alex. Yes, obftinate, I will ; madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpite of this reſiſtleſs paſſion, 

Be ſerv'd ; but you mult give me leave to think 
You never lov'd—O cou'd I fee you thus! 
Hell has not half the tortures that you raiſe. 

Cly, Never did paſſions combat thus before, 

Alex. OI ſhall burſt, | 
Unleſs you give me leave to rave a while. 

S. Yet ere deſtruction ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break thro? all to pity him, 

Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Cupid from my arme, 
If all the rages of the earth would tright him; 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules; 

Make the world drunk, and then, like Solus, 

When he gave paſſage to the ſtruggling winds, 

I'Il ſtrike my ſpear into the reeling globe 

To let it blood; ſet Babylon in a blaze, fire. 
And drive this god of flames with more conſuming 

Stat, My pteſence will but force him to extremes; 
Beſides, tis death to me to ſee his pains: 

Yet ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again. 
Permit me to remove. 

Alex. I charge ye ftay her; 

For if ſhe paſs, by all the hell I feel, 
Your fouls, your naked ghoſts, ſhall wait upon her. 
O turn thee ! turn] thou barb'rous brightneſs turn! 
Hear my laſt words, and ſee my utmoſt pang : 

But firſt kneel with me, all my ſoldiers kneel ; 
| [Al] kneel. 
D 2 1 3 2. 
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Yet lower proſtrate to the earth A mother, 
what 
Will you kneel too? then let the ſun ſtand ſtill, 
To fee himſelf out-worſhip'd ; not a face 
Be ſhown that is not waſh'd all o'er in tears, 
But weep as if you here beheld me flain, 
Sy/. Haſt thou a heart? or art thou ſavage turn'd ? 
Burt if this poſture cannot move your mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more. 
Alex. O my Statira ! 
I ſwear, my queen, I'll not out-live thy hate, 
My ſoul is ſtill as death—But one thing more, 
Pardon my laſt extremities—the tranſports 
Of a deep wounded breait, and all is well. 
Stat. Riſe, and may heaven forgive you all, like me. 


Alex. Vou are too gracious ;—Clytus, bear me hence; 


When I am laid in earth, yield her the world. 

There's ſomething here that heaves, as cold as ice, 

That ſtops my breath ;—Farewell, O gods ! for ever. 
Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms, 

My deareſt, my all love, my lord, my king ; 

You ſhall not die, if that the foul and body 

Of thy Statira can reſtore thy life: | 

Give me thy wonted kindneſs, bend me, break me 

With thy embraces, | 
Alcx. O the killing joy! 

O extaſy! my heart will burſt my breaſt, 

Jo leap into thy boſom ; but by heav'n 

This night I will revenge me of thy beauties, 

For the dear rack I have this day endur'd ; 

For all the ſighs and tears that I have ſpent, 

III have ſo many thouſand burning loves; 

So ſwell thy lips, ſo fill me with thy ſweetneſs, 

Thou ſhalt not fleep, nor cloſe thy wand'ring eyes: 

'The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 

We'll ſurfeit all the night, and languiſh all the day 
Stat, Nor ſhall Roxana. 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd | 

O mother ! how ſhall I requite your goodneſs ? 

And you, my fellow warriours that cou'd weep 

For your loſt king But I invite you all, 
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My equals in the throne as in the grave, 
Without diſtinction to the riot come, 
To the King's banquet | 

Cly. I beg your majeſty 
Would leave me out. 

Alex. None, none ſhall be excug'd ; 
All revel out the day, *tis my command, 
Gay as the Perſian god our ſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand. 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 


While antick meaſures beat the burden'd ground, 


And to the vaulted ſkies our clangours ſound. 
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Acr w. SCENE I. 


Enter CL us in his Macedonian Habit; Hęr HES“ 
TION, EUMENES, MELEAGER, Ofc, in Perſian 


Robes. 


Ch. FA WAY, I will not wear theſe Per ian robes ; 
Nor ought the king be angry for the reve- 


I owe my country: ſacred are her cuſtoms, 
Which honeſt Clytus, ſhall preſerve to death. 
O let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Rather than ſhine in faſhions of the eaſt. 
Then for the adorations he requires, 
Roaſt my old body in eternal flames, 
Or let him cage me, like Caliſtbe nes. 
Eum, Dear Clytus, be perſuaded. 
Heph. You know the king 
Is god-like, full of all the richeſt virtues 
That ever royal heart poſleſs'd ; yet you, 


Perverſe but to one humour, will oppoſe hin. 
Ch. Call you it humour? *tis a pregnant one, 


By Mars there's venom in it, burning pride; 


And though my life ſhould follow, rather than 


Bear ſuch a hot ambition 15 my bowels, 
Fe 3 
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I'd rip them up to give the poiſon vent, 
Mele, Was not that Jupiter whom we adore 
A man, but for his more than human acts, 
Advanc'd to heav'n, and worſhip'd for its lord! 
Heph. By all his thunder and his ſov'reign pow'r, 
T'll not believe the earth yet ever felt 
An arm like Alexander's ; not that god 
Lou nam'd, tho? riding in a car of fire, 
And drawn by flying horſes wing'd with light'ning, 
Cou'd in a ſhorter ſpace do greater deeds, 
Drive all the nations, and lay waſte the world. 
Cly. There's not a man of war amongſt you all 
Fhat loves the king like me; yet Pl! not flatter, 
Nor ſooth his vanity, 'tis blameable ; 


And when the wine works, Clytus thoughts will out. 


Heph. Then go not to the banquet, 

Ch. I was call'd, 
My minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
Tl go, my friends, in this old habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the king's health heartily ; 
And while you bluſhing bow your heads to earth, 
And hide them in the duſt, PII ſtand upright, 
Straight as a ſpear, the pillar of my country, 
And be by ſo much nearer to the gods 
But ſee the king, and all the court appear. 


Enter ALEXAXDER, SYSIGAMBIS, STATIRA, PA- 


RKISATIS, Cc. 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Lyſimachus his life; 
I know you will, king's ſhou'd delight in mercy, 


Alex, Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrow. 


Par. O fave him, ſave him, ere it be too late; 
Speak the kind word, beſore the gaping lion, 
Swallow him up; let not your ſoldier periſh, 
But for one raſhneſs, which deſpair did cauſe : 
Fl follow thus for ever, on my . 

And make your way ſo ſlippery with tears, 
You ſhall not paſs—Siſter do you conjure him. 


Ales. 
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Alex. O mother, take her, take her from me; (kneel. 
Her wat'ry eyes aſſault my very ſoul, 
They ſhake my beſt reſolve, 
Stat. Did 1 not break 
Thro' all for you? nay now, my lord, you muſt, 
Syſ. Nor wou'd J make my ſon fo bold a prayer, 
Had I not firſt conſulted for his honour. 
Alex. Honour! what honour ! has not Statira ſaid it? 
Were I the king of the blue firmament, 
And the bold 77 an, ſhould again make war, 
Tho? my reſiſtleſs arrows were made ready, 
By all the gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my hand. 
Fly then, ev'n thou his rival ſo belov'd, 
Fly with old Clytus, ſnatch him from the jaws 
Of the devouring beaſt, bring him adorn'd 
To the king's banquet, fit for loads of honour. 
(Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par. 
Stat. O my lov'd lord ! let me embrace your knees, 
I am not worthy of this mighty paſſion : 
You are too good for goddeſſes themſelves : 
No woman, nor the ſex, is worth a grain 
Of this illuſtrious life of my dear maſter, 
Why a e you ſo divine to cauſe ſuch fondneſs, 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 
To make a dance of joy about your feet ? 
Alex. Excellent woman! no, tis impoſſible 
To ſay how much I love thee ;——ha ! again! 
Such extaſies, life cannot carry long; 
The day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy joy 
Darts with ſuch fierceneſs on me, night will follow. 
A pale crown'd head flew lately glaring by me, 
With too dead hands, which threw a chryſtal globe 
From high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſand pieces. 
But I will loſe theſe boding dreams in wine; 
Then warm and bluſhing for my queen's embraces, 
Bear me with all my heat to thy lov'd boſom. 
Stat. Go, my beſt love, and cheer your drooping 
ſpirits; 
Lavgh with your friends, and talk your grief away, 
While in the bower of great Semiramis 
I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of nature, 
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And crown it as the altar of my love; 
Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 
But never cloſe my eyes till you retun (Exeunt Sta. Syſi. 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than mortal &er can wiſh ! 
Diana's ſoul caſt in the fleth of Venus 
By Joe tis ominous, our parting is; 
Her face look'd pale too, as ſhe turn'd away: 

And when I wrung her by the roſy fingers, 
Methought the ſtrings of my great heart did crack, 
What ſhould it mean? Forward, Laomedon. 


Roxan a meets him, with Cass.PoLlie.PHnill. 
| and THESS. 


Why, madam, gaze you thus? 
Rox. For a laſt look, (She holds his hand, 
And that the memory of Roxana's wrongs 
May be for ever printed in your mind. 
Alex. O madam, you mult let me paſs, 
Rox. I will, 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, 
And mark me well, for fate is in my breath : 
Love on the miſtreſs you adore to death ; 
Still hope, but I fruition will deftroy ; | 
Languith for pleaſures, you ſhall ne'er enjoy. 
Still may Statira's Image draw your ſight, 
Like thoſe deluding fires that walk at night; 
Lead you thro' fragrant grots and flow'ry groves, 
And charm you thro' deep graſs with ſleeping loves; 
'T hat when your fancy to its height does riſe, 
That light you lov'd may vaniſh from your eyes, 
Darkneſs, deſpair, and death, your wand'ring ſoul 
ſurpriſe, | 
Alex. N. lead Meleager to the banquet. (Ex cumSuis. 
Rox. So unconcern'd ! O I cou'd tear my fleſh, 
Or him, or you, nay, all the world to pieces. 
Caf}. Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
Loſe not a grain, for ſuch majeſtick atoms 
Firſt made the world, and muſt preſerve its greatneſs, 
Rox, I know I am whatever thou canſt ſay; 
My ſoul is ſpent, and has not elbow room ; 


Tis 
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*Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Night beyond all bounds ; 
O that it had a ſpace might anſwer to 

Its infinite deſire, A might ſtand 

And hurl the ſpheres about like ſportive balls. 

Cafſ. We are your ſlaves, admirers of your fury: 

Command Caſſander to obey your pleaſure, 

And I will on, ſwitt as your nimble eye 

Scales heav'n z when I am angry with the fates, 
No age, nor ſex, nor dignity of blood, 

No ties of law nor nature, nor the life 

Imperial, tho' guarded with the gods, 

Shall bar Caſſander's vengeance, he ſhall die. 

Rox. Ha! thall he die? ſhall I conſent to kill him? 
To ſee him claſp'd in the cold arms of death, 
Whom I with ſuch an eagerneſs have lov'd ? 

Do I not bear his image in my womb ? 

Which while I meditate, and roll revenge, 
Starts in my body like a fatal pulſe, 

And ſtrikes compaſſion thro' my bleeding bowels. 

Pel. "Theſe ſcruples which your love wou'd raiſe 

might paſs, | 
Were not the empire of the world conſider'd: 
How will the glorious infant in your womb, [you, 
When time ſhall teach his tongue, be bound to curſe 
If now you ſtrike not for a coronation. 
Caf. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor thall your child! old Sign head 
Will not be idle: ſure deſtruction waits 
Both you and yours ; let not your anger cool, 
But give the word; ſay Alexander bleeds, 
Draw dry the veins of all the Perſan race, 
And hurl a ruin o'er the eaſt, *tis done. 

Pol. Behold the inſtruments of this great work. 

Phil. Behold your forward ſlave. 

Theſj. P'Il execute. 

Rox. And when this ruin is accompliſh'd, where 
Shall curs'd Roxana fly with this dear load ? 

Where ſhall ſhe. find a refuge from the arms 
Of all the ſucceſſours of this great man? 

No barb'rous nation will receive a guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out 


The 
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The wildeft beaſts will hunt me from their dens, 

And birds of prey moleſt me in the grave, 

Caf]. No, you ſhall live, pardon the inſolence 

Which this almighty love enforces from me, 

_ You ſhall live ſafer, nobler than before, 

In your Cafſander's arms. | 
Rox. Ditgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall? 

I ne'er was truly wretched till this moment : 

There's not one mark of former majeſty 

To awe my ſhave that offers at my honour, - 
CaſſsMadam, I hope you'll not impute my paſſion 

To want of that reſpect which I mult bear you; 

Long have 1 lov'd 
Rox. Peace, moſt audacious villain ! 

Or I will tab this paſſion in thy throat. 

What ſliall 1 leave the boſom of a deity 

To claſp a clod, a moving piece of earth, 

Which a mole heaves ? to far art thou beneath me. 
Caf}. Your majeſty ſhall hear no more my ſolly. 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my eyes; for if thou doſt, 

With a love glance, thy plots are all unravell'd, 

And your kind thoughts of Alexander told, 

Whoſe life, is ſpur of all his wrongs to me, 

Shall be for ever facred and untouch'd. 
Caf]. I know, dread madam, that Caſſander's life 

Is in your hands, fo caſt to do you ſervice. {charms 
Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I praftis'd 

To gain the king, that I had looſe deſires : 

No, tis my pride that gives me height of pleaſure 

To ſee the man by all the world admir'd, 

Bow'd to my boſom, and my captive there : 

Then my veins ſwell, and my arms graſp the poles, 

My breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight, 

"Tis length of rapture, and an age of fury. 

Caf}. By your own life, the greateſt oath, I ſwear, 

Caſfſander's paſſion from this time is dumb. 

Rox, No, if I were a wanton, I wou'd make 

Princes the victims of my raging hires, 

I, like the changing moon, wou'd have the ſtars 

My followers, and mantled kings by night - 


Shou'd wait my call; fine ſlaves to quench my flame, 
| | Who 
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Who, leſt in dreams they ſhould reveal the deed, 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively {would bleed. 
Caſſ. To make atonement for the higheſt crime, 
I beg your majeſty will take the life 
Of queen Statira as a ſacrifice, 
Rox, Riſe, thou haſt made me ample expiation : 
Yes, yes, Statira, rival, thou mult die; 
I know this night is deltin'd for my ruin, 
And Alexa er from the gloitous revels 
Flies to thy arms. 
Phil. The bowers of Semiramis are made 
The ſcene this night of their new kindled loves. 
Rox. Methinks I fee her yonder, O the torment ! 
Buſy for bliſs, and full of expectation; 
She adorns her head, and her eyes give new luſtre ; 
Languiſhes in her glaſs, tries all her looks; 
Steps to the door, and liſtens for his coming, 
Runs to the bed, and kneels, and weeps, and wiſhes, 
Then lays the pillow eaſy for his head, 
Warms it with fighs, and moulds it with her kiſſes. 
O, I am loſt, torn with imagination 
Kill me, Caſſander, kill me inſtantly, 
That I may haunt her with a thouſand devils. 
Caf]. Why d'ye ſtop to end her while you may? 
No time ſo proper as the preſent : now 
While Alexander feaſts with all his court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogdian ſla ves. 
Fil do the deed, nor ſhall a waiter *ſcape, 
That ſerves your rival, to relate the news. 
Pol. She was committed to Eumenes charge. 
Rox. Eumenes dies; and all that are about her, 
Nor ſhall I need your aid, you'll love again ; 
P!l head the ſlaves myſelf with this drawn dagger, 
To carry death that's worthy of a queen. 
A common fate ne'er ruſhes from my hand, 
Tis more than life to die by my command: 
And when ſhe ſees 
That to my arm her ruin ſhe muſt owe 
Her thankful head will ſtraight be bended low, 
Her heart ſhall leap half way to meet the blow. 
| [Exit Rox. 
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Caf}. Go thy ways, Semele ;—ſhe ſcorns to fin 


Beneath a god we mult be ſwift, the ruin 
We intend, who knows, ſhe may diſcover. 
Pol. It muſt be ated ſuddenly, to night, 
Now at the banquet Philip holds his cup. 
Phil. And dares to execute, propoſe his fate. 
Call. Obſerve in this ſmall viol certain death; 
It holds a poiſon of ſuch deadly force, 
Shou'd Aſculapius drink it, in five hours 
(For then it works) the god himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it fronr Nenarris horrid ſpring ; 
A drop, infus'd in wine, will ſeal his death, 
And ſend kim howling to the loweſt ſhades. 
Phil. Wou'd it were done. 
Caf]. O we ſhall have him tear 
(Ere yet the moon has half her journey rode) 
'The world to atoms : for it ſcatters pains 
All forts, and thro? all nerves, veins, atteries, 
Lyen with extremity of froſt it burns; 
Drives the diſttacted ſoul about her houſe, 
Which runs to all the pores, the doors of life, 
Till ſhe is forc'd for air to leave her dwelling. 
Pol. By Pluto's ſelf the work is wond'rous brave. 
Caſ. Now ſeparate : Philip and Theſſakus 
Haſte to the banquet ; at his ſecond call, 
Give him that fatal draught that crowns the night, 
While Polyperchon and mylelf retire. 
(Exeunt omnes pre ter Caſſander.) 
Yes Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well, 
Blood for a blow is intereſt indeed : 
Methinks Jam grown taller with the murder, 
And ſtanding ſtraight on this majeſtick pile, 
T hit the clouds, and ſee the world below me. 
O 'tis the worſt of racks to a brave ſpirit, 
To be born baſe, a vaſſal, a curs'd ſlave ; 
Now by the proje& lab'ring in my brain, 
*T'is nobler far to be a king in hell, 
To head infernal legions, chiets below, 
To. let 'em looſe for earth, to call em in, 
And take account of what dark deeds are done, 
Than be a ſubject- god in heay'n unbleſt, 
And without miſchief have eternal reft. [Extt. 
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The SCENE draws, ALEXANDER 7s ſeen landing on 
the throne, with all his commanders about him, Hold- 


ing goblets in their hands. 


Alex. 'To our immortal health, and our fair queen's ; 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Bellona join to make us muſick; 
A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 
White as his beams——-ſpeak the big voice of war, 
Beat all our drums, and blow our ſilver trumpets, 
Till we provoke the gods to act our pleaſure 
In bowls of Nectar and replying thunder. 


(found while they drink. 


Enter HErmeSTION and CLYTUSs, leading in Lys 1+ 
MACHUS in his ſhirt bloody, PERDIccas Guards. 


Cly. Long live the king, and conqueſt crown his arms 
With laurels ever green: fortune's his ſlave, 


And kiſſes all that fight upon his fide, 


Alex. Did I not give command you ſhou'd preſerve 
Lyſimachus? 


Heph. You did. 
Alex. What then portend thoſe bloody marks ? 
Heph. Your mercy flew too late ; Perdiccas had, 
According to the dreadful charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the prince in a lone court, 
Unarm'd, all but his hands, on which he wore 
A pair of gauntlets : fuch was his deſire, 
To ſhow in death the difference *twixt the blood 
Of the Tacides and common men. 
Cl. At laſt the door of an old lion's den 
Being drawn up, the horrid beaſt appear'd : 
The flames which from his ſight ſhot gloomy red, 
Made the fun ſtart, as the ſpeQators thought, 
And round them caſt a day of blood and death. 
Fleph. Then we arriv'd, juſt as the valiant prince 
Cried out, O Pariſatis, take my life, | 
"Tis for thy ſake I go undaunted thus 
To be devour'd by this moſt dreadful creature, 
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Cly. Then walking forward, the large beaſt deſcried 


His prey, and with a roat that made us pale, 

Flew fiercely on him; but the active prince, 

Starting aſide, avoided his fiſt ſhock, 

With a ſlight hurt, and as the lion turn'd, 

'Thruſt gauntlet, arm and all, into his throat, 

And with Herculean force tote forth by the roots 

The foaming bloody tongue; and while the ſavage, 

Faint with that loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing earth 

To plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring ſoldier 

Leap'd on his back, ard daih'd his fcuil to pieces. 
Alex. By all my laurels, *twas a god-like act, 

And 'tis my glory as it ſhall be thine, 

That Alexander cou'd not pardon thee, 

O my brave ſoldier ! think not all the prayers 

Of the lamenting queens cou'd move my foul 

Like what thou haſt perform'd; grow to my breaſt. 
| (Embraces him, 
[y/. However love did hurry my wild arm, 

When I was cool my fev'riſh blood did bate ; 

And as I went to death I bleſs'd the king. 
Alex. Lyſi machus, we both have been tranſported ; 

But from this hour be certain of my heart : 

A lion be the empreſs of thy ſhield, 

The golden armour we from Porus won, 

The king preſents thee, but retire to bed, 

Thy toils aſk reſt. 
Ly/. T have no wounds to hinder 

Of any moment; or it I had, tho' morta 

I'd ſtand to Alexander's health, till all 

My veins were dry, and fill them up again 

With that rich blood which makes the gods immortal. 
Alex. Hepheſtion, thy hand, embrace hin cloſe ; 

Tho? next my heart, you hang the jewel there; 

For ſcarce I know whether my queen be nearer. 

Thou ſhalt not 10h me of my glory, youth, 

That muſt to ages flourith Pariſatis 

Shall now be his, that ſerves me belt in war. 

Neither reply, but mark the charge I give, 

And live as friends—ſound, found my army's honour ; 


Health 
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Health to their bodies, and eternal fame 
Wait on their memory, when thoſe are aſhes ; 
Live all you muſt, 'tis a god gives you life. [Sound. 
Lyſimachus effersClytus 4 Perſian robe and he refuſes it. 

Cly. O vanity! 

Alex. Ha! what ſays Clytus ? 
Who am]? 

Ch. The ſon of good king Philip, 

Alex. No, 'tis falſe, 
By all my kindred in the ſkies, 
Jede made my mother pregnant. 

*Cly. I ha' done. 

(Here follows an entertainment of Indian ſinger's 
and dancers. The mufick flouriſhes, 

Alex, Hold, hold; Clhtus, take the robe, 

Cly. Sir, the wine, 
The weather's hot; beſide you know my humour. 

Alex. O tis not well: Id burn rather than be 
So ſingular and froward, 

Cly. So wou'd I, 
Burn, hang, or drown, but in a better cauſe, 
Il drink or fight for ſacred majeſty, 
With any here, fill me another bowl; 
Will you excuſe me? · 

Alex. Vou will be excus'd; 
But let him have his humour, he is old. 

Cly. So was your father, fir ;—this to his memory : 
Sound all the trumpets there. 

Alex. They ſhall not found 
Till the king drinks ;—by Mars I cannot take 
A moment's reſt for all my years of blood, 
But one or other will oppoſe my pleaſure. 
Sure I -was form'd for war; | 
All, all are Alexander's enemies, 
Which I cou'd tame :—yes, the rebellious world 
Shou'd feel my wrath : But let the ſports go on. 


The InDians dance. 


Ly/. Nay, Clytus, you that could adviſe, 
Alex. Forbear ; 


E 2 Let 
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Let him perſiſt, be poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen and dazzPd *mongſt the nobler ſouls, 
Like an infernal ſpirit that had ſtole 
From hell, and mingled with the laughing gods. 
Cly. When gods grow hot, where 1s the difference 
Twixt them and devils ?— fill me Greek wine, 
yet fuller, 
For I want ſpirits, 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a ſong. 
CH. Muſick for boys—Clytus wou'd hear the groans 
Of dying perfons, and the horſes neighings; 
Or if I muſt be tortur'd with ſhrill voices, 8 
Give. me the cries of matrons in ſack'd towns, 
Heph. Lyfimachus, the king looks fad, le us awake 
him. 
Health to the ſon of Jupiter Ammon; 
Ev'ry man take his goblet in his hand, 
Kneel all, and kiſs the earth with adoration. 
Alex. Sound, found, that all the univerſe may hear 
That I cou'd ſpeak like owe, to tell abroad 
The kindneſs of my people rife, O riſe 
My hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. 
[Comes from the throne, all kiſs his hand. 
Cly. I did not kiſs the earth, nor muſt your hand, 
I am unworthy fr, 
Alex. I know thou art. 
Thou envieſt my great honour :!m— ſit, my friends; 
Nay, I muſt have room: now let us talk 
Of war, for what more fits a ſoldier's mouth? 
And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 
Who, think you, was the braveſt general 
That ever led an army to the field? 
Heph. I think the bn himſelf ne'er ſaw a chief 
So truly great, ſo fortunately brave, 
As Alexander; not the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, 
With their all conquering arms, the famous Troy. 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus, 
Alex. O you flatter me! 
Cly. They do indeed, and yet you love em for it, 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy virtue. 


Come 


— — — — 
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Come, ſhall I ſpeak a man more brave than you, 
A better general, and more expert ſojdier ? 
Alex. I ſhould be glad to learn, inſtruct me, fir. 
Cly. Your father Philip,—-I have ſeen him march, 
And fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The ſtouteſt at the table wou'd ha' trembl'd. 
Nay, frown not, fir, you cannot look me dead; 
When Greeks joined Greeks, then was the tug of war, 
'The labour'd battle ſweat, and conquelt bled. 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a truth more noble 
Than e'er your father Jupiter Ammon told you: 
Philip fought men, but Alexander women. 
Alex. Spite ! by the gods, proud ſpite ! and burning 
envy ! 
. Is then my 2 come to this at laſt, 
To vanquiſh women? Nay, he faid, the ſtouteſt here, 
Wou'd tremble at the dangers he has ſeen, 
In all the ſickneſſes and wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the javelin's head was cut, 
Ly/imachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I Cer tremble ? O the curſed liar ! 
Did I once ſhake or groan ? or bear myſelf 
Beneath my majeſty, my dauntleſs courage? 
Heph. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, tis plain, mere malice : 
I was a woman too at Oxydrace, © 
When planting at the walls a ſcaling ladder, 
I mounted ſpite of ſhowers of ſtones, bars, arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down. 
When you beneath cried out, and ſpread your arms 
That I ſhou'd leap amongſt you, did I ſo? 
Ly. Turn the — my lord, the old man rav'd, 
Alex. Was I a woman, when, like Mercury, 
left the walls to fly amongſt my toes ? 
And like a baited lion, died myſelf 
All over with the blood of theſe bold hunters : 
'Till ſpent with toll, I battled on my knees, 
Pluck'd forth the darts that made my thield a foreſt, 
And hurl'd 'em back with molt unconquer'd fury, 


E 3 Cly. 
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Ch. Twas all bravado, for before you leap'd, 
You ſaw that I had burſt the gates aſunder. 
Alex. Did 1 then turn me, like a coward, round 
To ſeek for ſuccour? age cannot be ſo baſe; | 
That thou wert young again, I would put off 
My majeſty to be more terrible, | 
That, like an eagle, I might ſtrike this hare 
Trembling to earth; ſhake thee to duſt, and tear 
Thy heart for this bold lie, thou feeble dotard. 
He tofſes fruit at him as they riſe, 
Cly. What, do you pelt me like a boy with apples, 
Kill me, and bury the diſgrace I feel. ] 
I know the reaſon that you uſe me ſa, 
Becauſe I ſav'd your life at Granicus ; 
And when your back was turn'd, oppos'd my breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces' ſword ; you hate me for't, 4 
You do, proud prince. 3 
Alex. Away, your breath's too hot. 
[lings him from him. 
Cly. You hate the bene factor, tho' you took 
The giſt, your life, from this diſhonour'd Clytus, 
Which is the blackeſt, worſt ingratitude. 
Alex. Go, leave the banquet, thus far I forgive thee. 
Cly. Forgive yourſelf for all your blaſphemies, 
The riots of a moſt debauch'd, and blotted life 
# Philotas murder ——— — 
Alex. Ha! what ſaid the traytor ? 
Ly/. Eumenes, let us force him hence. 
Cly. Away. 
Heph. You ſhall not tarry ; drag him to the door. 
Cly. No, let him ſend me, if I muſt be gone 
To Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, 
To great Parmento, to his flaughter'd ſons ; 
Parmenio, who did many brave exploits 
Without the king the king without him nothing. 
Alex. Give me a javelin. (Takes one from the guards. 
Hepb. Hold, fir. 
Alex. Off, ſirrah, leſt 
At once I ftrike it thro' his heart and thine. 
I. O ſacred fir, have. but a moment's patience. 
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Alex, Preach patience to another lion; — what, 
Hold my arms? I ſhall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous ſubjects. 
Perdiccas, ſound my trumpets to the camp, 
Call all my ſoldiers to the court; nay haſte, 
For there is treaſon plotting *gainlt my life, 
And I ſhall periſh ere they come to reſcue, 


= , eius all die, ere think ſo damn'd a deed C Kneel. 
Alex. Where is the traytor ? 
Cly. Sure there's none about you; 
But here (ſtands honeft Clytus, whom the king 
Invited to his banquet. 
Alex. begone and ſup with Philip 
(Strikes him through, 
Parmenio, Attalus, Caliſthenes; 
And let bold ſubjeQs learn by thy fad fate, 
To tempt the patience of a man above 'em. 
Cly. The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing blood; 
O Alexander, I have been to blame: 
Hate me not after death, for I repent 
That I fo urg'd your nobleſt ſweeteſt nature. 


Alex. What's this I hear? ſay on my dying ſoldier, - 


Cly. I ſhou'd ha' kill'd myſelf had I but liv'd 
To be once ſober : now I fall with honour, 
My own hands wou'd ha' brought foul death: O pardon, 
Dies. 
Alex. Then I am loft, what has my vengeance done ? 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain? Clyzus ; what was he? 
The faithful ſubject, worthieſt counſellour, 
Who, for the ſaving of thy life, when thou 
Fought'ſt bare headed at the river Granicus, 
Has now a noble recompenſe.— for ſpeaking raſhly, 
For a forgetſulneſs which wine did work, 
The poor, the honeſt C/ytus thou haſt lain. 
Are theſe the laws of hoſpitality ? 
Thy friends will ſhun thee and now ftand at diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, leſt by thy madneſs they die too, 
Heph, Guards take the body hence. 


Alex; 
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Alex. None dare to touch him, 
For we muſt never part: cruel Hepheſtion, 
And thou Ly/imachus, that had the power, 
Yet would not hold me. 
Ly/. Dear fir, we did. 
Alex. I know it; 
Ye held me like a beaſt, to let me go 
With greater violence: O ye have undone me! 
Excuſe it not, you that could ſtop a lion, 
Cou'd not turn me; you ſhou'd have drawn your ſwords, 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing points ; 
Made reaſon glitter in my dazzÞ'd eyes, 
Till I had ſeen what ruin did attend me: 
That had been noble that had ſhown a friend; 
Clytus wou'd ſo have done to fave your lives. 
Ly/. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd-- 
Alex. No, ye have let me ſtain my rifing virtue, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sur - 
Death, hell, and furies, ye have ſunk my glory: 
OI am all a blot, which ſeas of tears, 
And my heart's blood can never waſh away ; 
Yet 'tis but juſt I try, and on the point, 
Still reeking, hurl my black polluted breaſt. 
Heph. O ſacred fir, that muſt not be, 
Eum. Forgive my pious hands. 
Lyſ. And mine that dare diſarm my maſter. 
Alex. Yes, cruel men, ye now can ſhow your ſtrength, 
Here's not a ſlave, but dares oppoſe my jultice ; 
Yet I will render all endeavours vain, 
That tend to ſave my life.—here will I lie (Fal's. 
Cloſe to his bleeding fide, thus kiſſing him, 
Theſe pale dead lips that have fo oft advis'd me, 
Thus bathing o'er his rev'rend face with tears, 
Thus claſping his cold body in my arms, 
Till death, like him, has made me (iff and horrid. 
Heph. What ſhall we do ? 
Ly/. I know not, my wounds bleed afreſh, 
With ſtriving with him Perdiccas lend's your arm. 
Ex. Perd. Lyl. 
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Heph. Call Ariflander hither, 
Orc Meleager, let's force him from the body, 


(Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon ! 


Enter EuukxxNxES bloody. 


Eu. Haſte, all take arms; Hepheftion, where's the King? 
Heph. There by old Clyrus ſide, whom he has ſlain, 


Eu. Then miſery on miſery will fall, 
Like rolling billows to advance the ſtorm. 
Riſe, facred fir, and haſte to aid the queen, 
Roxana fill'd with furious jealouſy, 
Came with a guard of Zogdian ſlaves unmaſk'd, 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden rage, 
That all are periſh'd who refiltance made. 
I only with theſe wounds, through claſhing ſpears, 
Have forc'd my way, to give you timely notice. 
Alex. What ſays Eumenes ? Is the queen in danger? 
Eu. She dies unleſs you turn her fate, and quickly; 
Your diſtance from the palace aſks more ſpeed, 
And the aſcent to th' flying groves 1s high, 
Alex, Thus from the grave 1 rite to ſave my love, 


All draw your ſwords with wings of lighi'ning move; 


When I ruth on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
Tis beauty calls, and glory ſhows the way. 


(Exeunt, 
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ATV. SCENE: I. 
STATIRA is diſcover'd ſleeping in the bower of 


Semiramis. The ſpirits of queen STATIR A, her 
mother and Darx1tvus, appear flanding on each 


fide of her, with Daggers, threatning her, 
They Sing. 


Dar. FS innecence ſo woid of cares, 
That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 
Amidſt the noiſe of horrid wars, 
That make immortal ſpirits weep P 


Stat, No boding crows, nor ravens come, 
To warn her of approaching doom ? 


Dar. She walks, as ſhe dreams, ina garden of flowers, 
And her hands are employ'd in the beautiful bowers : 
She dreams of u man that is far from the grove, 


And all ber ſoft fancy flill runs on her love. 


Stat. She nods ver the brooks that run purling along, 
And the Nightingales lull her more faſt with a ſong. 


Dar. But ſee the ſad end which the gods have decrecd. 
Stat. The poniard's thy fate, 


| * 

Dar, My daughter muſt bleed. L 
Chor. Awake then, STATIRA, awake, for alas you | A 
muſt die ! T 

Ere an hour be paſt, you muſt breathe out your laſt, Fe 
Dar. And be ſuch another as J | T | 
Stat. As J. A; 
133 


Chor. And be ſuch another as J. 


OTATIRA 
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OTATIRA ſola, 


Stat. Bleſs me, ye powers above, and guard my virtue, 
] ſaw, nor was't a dream, [ faw and heard 
My royal parents, there I ſaw 'em ſtand ; 
My eyes beheld their precious images; 
I heard theft heav'nly voices: where, O where 
Fled ye ſo fait, dear ſhades from my embraces ? 
Ye told me this this hour ſhould be my laſt, 
And I nuit bleed————— away, tis all deluſion. 
Do [ not wait for Alexander's coming? 
None but my loviag lord can enter here : 
And will he kill me? hence fantaitick ſhadows ! 
And yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long. 
Why do I tremble thus? if I but ſtir, 
The motion of my robes makes my heart leap, 
When will the dear one come, that all my doubts 
May vaniſh ia his breaft ? that I may hold hjm 
Fait as my fears can make me, hug him cloſe 
As my fond ſoul can with ; give all my breath 
In ſighs and kiſſes; ſwoon, die away with rapture, 
But hark, I hear him 


(Noiſe within, 
Fain would I hide my bluſhes, 
hear his tread, but darę not go to meet him. 


Enter Roxana with ſlaves and a dagger. 


Rox. At length we've conquer'd this ſtupendous 
Theſe flying groves, whoſe wonderful aſcent [heighr, 
Leads to the clouds. 

Stat, Then all the viſion's true, (Retires, 
And I muſt die, loſe my dear lord for ever : 

That that's the murderer. 
Rox. Shut the brazen gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſſy bars. 
T know the king will fly to her relief, 
But we have time enough where 1s my rival ? 
Appear, Statira, now no more a queen: 
Roxana calls, where is your majeſty? 


Stat. 
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Stat. And what is ſhe who with ſuch tow'ring pride, 
Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born above her? 
Rox. I like the port imperial beauty bears, 
It ſhows thou haſt a ſpirit fit to fall 
A ſacrifice to herce Roxana's wrongs. 
Be ſudden then, put forth thy royal breaſts, 
Where our falſe maſter has ſo often languiſh'd, 
That I may change their milky innocence 
To blood, and die me in a deep revenge. | 
Stat. No, barb'rous woman, tho” I durſt meet death, 
As boldly as our lord, with a reſolve 
At which thy coward heart would tremble ; 
Yet I diſdain to ſtand the fate you offer. 
And therefore, fearleſs of thy dreadful threats, 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee. 
Rox, Ha! ſo ftately ! 
This ſure will fink you. 
Stat, No, Roxana, no : 
The blow you give will ſtrike me to the ſtars, 
But fink my murdreſs in eternal ruin, 
Rox. Who told you this? | 
Stat. A thouſand ſpirits told me. 
There's not a god but whiſpers in my ear, 
This death will crown me with immortal glory; 
To die ſo fair, fo innocent, fo young, 
Will make me company for.queens above. 
Rex. Preach on. 
Stat, While you the burden of the earth, 
Fall to the deep, ſo heavy with thy guilt, 
That hell itſelf muſt groan at thy reception; 
While foulleſt fiends ſhun thy ſociety, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forfaken fury. 
Rox. Heaven witneſs for me, I ſhould ſpare thy lite, 
If any thing but Alexander's love 
Were in debate ; come give me back his heart, 
And thou ſhalt live empreſs of all the world, 
Stat. The world is leſs than Alexander's love; 
Yet cou'd I give it, 'tis not in my power: 
This I dare promiſe, if you ſpare my life, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he fat ſpeak kindly. 
Rox. Speak ! is that all ? 


Stat. 
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Stat, Perhaps at my requeſt, 
And for a gift ſo noble as my life, 
Beſtow a kiſs, 

Rox, A kiſs! no more? 

Stat. O gods! 
What ſhall Pay to work her to my end? 

Fain I would fee him yes, a little more 
Emb-4ce, and for ever be your friend. 

Rox. O the provoking word! your friend ! thou dieft : 
Your friend ! what, muſt I bring you then together ? 
Adorn your bed, and ſee you ſoftly laid ? 

7 all my pangs and labours of my love, 

his has thrown off all that is ſweet and gentle. 
Therefore — 

Stat. Vet hold thy hand advanc'd in air; 

I ſee my death is written in thy eyes; 

Therefore wreak all the luſt of vengeance on me, 
Waſh in my blood, and ſteep thee in my gore; 
Feed like a vulture, tear my bleeding heart, 

But, O Roxana ! that there may appear, 

A glimpſe of juſtice for thy cruelty, 

A grain of goodneſs for a maſs of eyil, 

Give me my death in Alexander's preſence. 

Rox. Not for the rule of heaven—are you ſo cunning ? 
What, you would have him mourn you as you fall ; 
Take your farewell, and taſte ſuch healing kiſſes, 

As might call back your ſoul. No, thou ſhalt fall 
Now, and when death has ſeiz'd thy beauteous limbs, 
III have thy body thrown into a well, 

Buried beneath a heap of ſtones for ever. 


Enter a Slave. 


Slade. Madam, 
The king with all his captains and his guards 
Are forcing ope the doors, he threatens thouſand deaths 
To all that ſtop his entrance, and, I believe, 
Vour eunuchs will obey him. | 
Rox. Then I muſt haſte. [Stabs her. 
Stat. What is the king ſo near? 
And ſhall I die fo tamely, thus defencelefs ? 
O all ye gods, will you . help my weakneſs ? 


Rax. 
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Rox. They are far off. [Stabbing ber. 
Stat, Alas! they are indeed, 


Enter ALEXANDER, CasSAnDER, PuLyY?trcHoON, 
| Guards and Attendants, 


Alex. Oh barpy ! thou ſhalt reign the queen of devils. 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my boſom ſwells to meet thee z 
*Tis full of thine, of veins that run ambition, 
And I can brave whatever fate you bring. 
Alex. Call our phyſicians, haſte, Vit give an empire 
To fave her Oh my ſoul, alas Statira ! 
Theſe wounds, —oh gods, are theſe my ptomis'd joys ! 


Enter Phyſicians. 


Stat. My cruel love, my weeping Alexander, 
Wou'd I had died before you enter'd here 
For now I aſk my heart an hundred queſtions, 
What, muſt I loſe my life, my lord, for ever ? 

Alex. Ha! villains, are they mortal? what, retire ! 
Raiſe your daſh'd ſpirits from the earth, and ſay, 

Say, ſhe ſhall live, and I will make you kings. 

Give me this one, this poor, this only life, 

And I will pardon you for all the wounds 

Which your arts widen, all diſeaſes, deaths, 

Which your damn'd drugs throw thro? the ling'ring 

world. 
Nox. Rend not your temper, ſee a general ſilence 

Confirms the bloody pleaſure which I ſought ; 

She dies,— 
Alex. And dar'ſt thou, monſter, think t eſcape? 
Stat. My life's upon the wing, my love, my lord, 

Come to my arms, and take the laſt adieu. 

Here let me lie, and languiſh out my ſoul. 

Alex. Anſwer me, father, wilt thou take her from me? 
What, is the black, ſad, hour at laſt arriv'd, 

That I muſt never claſp her body more? 

Never more baſk in her eye-ſhine again ? | 

Nor view the loves that play'd in thoſe dear beams, 

And ſhot me wich a thouſand thouſand ſmiles ? 


Stat, 
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Stat. Farewell, my dear, my life, my molt lov'd lord, 

I ſwear by Oroſmades, *tis more pleaſure, 
lore ſatisfaction that I thus die Fours, 

Than to have liv'd another's—GrEnt me one thing. 

Alex. All, all, — but ſpeak, that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 

Stat, Leave not the earth, 
Before heaven calls you: ſpare Roxana's life, 
T'was love of you that caus'd her give me death, 
And, O, ſometimes, amidſt your revels think 
Of your poor queen, and ere the chearful bowl 
Salute your lips, crown it with one rich tear, 
And 1 am happy. 

Alex. Cloſe not thy eyes; [Ders. 
Things of import I have to ſpeak before 
Thou tak'it thy journey :—tell the gods Pm coming 
To give 'em an account of life and death; 
And many other hundred thouſand policies, 
That much concern the government of heaven 
O ſhe is gone! the talking ſoul is mute! 
She's huſh'd, no voice, or muſick now is heard! 
The bower of beauty is more til] than death, 
The roſes fade, and the melodious bird 
That wak'd their ſweets, has left them now for ever. 

Rox, "Tis certain now, you never ſhall enjoy her; 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to hope 
You will at laſt be kind for all my ſufferings, 
My torments, racks, for this laſt dreadful murder, 
Which furious love of thee did bring upon me. 

Alex. O thou vile creature! bear thee from my fight, 
And thank Statira that thou art alive: 
Elſe thou hadſt periſh'd ; yes, I wou'd ha' rent 
With my own hands that rock, that marble heart ; 
I wou'd have div'd thro' ſeas of blood to find it, 
To tear the cruel quarry from its centre, 

Rex. O take me to your arms, and hide my bluſhes ; 
J love you, ſpite of al your cruelties : | 


There is ſo much divinity about you, 

I treinble to approach: yet here's my hold, 

Nor will I leave the Lg robe, for ſuch hi 
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Is every thing that touches that bleſt body : 
PI kiſs it as the relick of a god, 
And love ſhall graſp it with thefe dying hands. 

Alex. O that thou wert a man, that I might drive 
Thee round the world, and ſcatter thy contagion, 
As gods hurl mortal plagues when they are angry. 

Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt pieces, 
My duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs ; 

Still the love motes ſhall play before your eyes 
Where'er you go, however you deſpiſe. 

Alex. Away, there's not a glance that flies from thee, 
But like a baſiliſk's, comes wing'd with death. 

Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch barſh words, my royal maſter, 
Look not fo dreadful on your knecling ſervant ; 
But take, dear fir, O take me into grace, 

By the dear babe, the burden of my womb, 

'T hat weighs me down, when I wou'd follow faſter. 
My knees are weary and my force is ſpent : 

O do not frown, but clear that angry brow ! 

Your eyes will blaſt me, and your words are bolts 
That ſtrike me dead; the little wretch I bear, 
Leaps frighted at your wrath, and dies within me. 

Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my ſoul ſo tenderly 
That I will raiſe thee, tho' thy hands are ruin. 
Riſe, cruel woman, riſe and have a care, 

O do not hurt that unborn innocence, 

For whoſe dear ſake, I now forgive thee all. 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad eyes; 
Fly with thy pardon, leſt I call it back; 

Tho' I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 

Rax. I go, I fly for ever from thy ſight, 

My mortal injuries bave turn'd my mind, 

And I cou'd curſe myſelf for being kind. 

If there be any majeſty above, 

That has revenge in ſtore for perjur'd love, 

Send heaven the ſwifteſt ruin on his head, 

Strike the deſtroyer, lay the victor dead; | 
Kill the triumpher, and avenge my wrong, 

In height of pomp, while he is warm and young; 
Boked with thunder let him ruſh along. 


And 
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And when in the laſt pangs of life he lies, 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my eyes : 

Nay after death, | | 

Purſue his ſpotted ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies. [ Exit. 
Alex. O my fair ſtar, I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ; 

For I already feel the ſad effects 

Of thoſe moſt fatal imprecations. _ 

What means this deadly dew upon my forehezd? 

My heart too heaves. 


Caf]. It will anon be ftill———— [Afides 
The poiſon works. 
Pol. I' fee the wiſl'd effect [ Aide, 


Ere I remove, and gorge me with revenge. 
Enter PRRDIccAs and LYSIMACHUS, 


Per. I beg your majeſty will pardon me, 
A fatal meflenger ; 
Great Sy/igambis, hearing Statira's death, 
Is now no more ; 
Her laſt words gave the princeſs to the brave 
Lyſimachus : but, that which moſt will ſtrike you, 
Your dear Hepheſtion having drank too largely 
At your laſt feaſt, is of a ſurfeit dead. 

Alex. How, dead! Hepheſtion dead! alas the dear 
Unhappy youth—but he ſleeps happy, 
I muſt awake for ever :—this object, this, 
This face of fatal beauty, 
Will ſtretch my lids with vaſt, eternal tears 
W ho had the care of poor Hephe/tion's life 8 

I/. Philarda, the Arabian artiſt. 

Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang him on a crols : 
That for Hepheſtion, 
But here lies my fate ; Hepheſtion, Clytus, 
My victories all for ever folded up: 
In this dear body, my banners loſt, 
My ftandards, triumphs, gone ! 
O when ſhall I be mad ? give order to 
The army that «hey break their ſhields, ſwords, ſpears, 
Pound their bright armour iuto duſt; away; 

ep. Is 
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Is there not cauſe to put the world in mourning ; 
Tear all your robes :—he dies that is not naked 
Down to the waſte, all like the ſons of ſorrow, 
Burn all the ſpires that ſeem to kiſs the ſky ; 
Beat down the battlements of. every city: 


And for the monument of this lov'd creature, 


Root up thoſe bowers, and pave em all with gold: 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor; a 


To build his tomb, no ſhrines nor altars ſpare, 


But ſtrip the ſhining gods to make it rare. [Exit. 
Cafſ. Ha ! whither now? follow him, Polyperchon. 
(Exit Pol. 


I find Caſſarder's plot grows full of death; 
Murder is playing her great maſter- piece, 

And the fad ſiſters ſweat, ſo faſt I urge em. 

O how I hug myſelf for this revenge! 

My fancy's great in miſchief ; for methinks 
The night grows darker, and the lab'ring ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new torments out, 
Run o'er the old with moſt prodigious ſwiftneſs. 
I fee the fatal Fruit betwixt the teeth, 


The fieve brim full, and the ſwift ſtone ſtand ſtill. 


Enter POLYPERCHON, 


What, does it work ? 
Pol. Speak ſoftly. 
Cafſ. Well. 
Fol. It does; 
I follow'd him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk 
Toward the palace ; oft times looking back 
With watry eyes, and calling out Sratira. 
He ſtumbl'd at the gate and fell along; 
Nor was he rais'd with eaſe by his attendants, 
But ſeem'd a greater load than ordinary, 
As much more as the dead outweigh the living. 
Cal. Said he nothing ? 
Pol. When they took him up. 
He figh'd, and entered with a ſtrange wild lock, 
Embrac'd the princes round, and ſaid he muſt 
Diſpatch the bus'nefſs of the world in haſte. 


; 
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Enter Puitie and TRESSALus. 


Phil. Back, back, all ſcatter—with a dreadful ſhout 

I heard him cry, I am but a dead man. 
Theſſ. The poiſon tears him with that height of horrour 

That I could pity him, 

Pol. Peace where ſhall we meet ? 

Caſſ. On Saturn's field. 
Methinks I fee the frighted deities, 
Ramming more bolts in their big- bellied clouds, 
And firing all the heavens to drown his noiſe. 
Now we ſhould laugh—But go, diſperſe yourſelves, 
While each ſoul here, that fills his noble veſſel, 
Swells with the murder, works with ruin o'er ; 
And from the dreadful deed this glory draws, 
We kill'd the greateſt man that ever was, 


The SCENE draws, Enter ALEXANDER and all 
bis Attendants, 


Alex. Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wound- 
Pull, draw it out. : ſed reins ; 
Lyſ. We have ſearch'd, but find no hurt, 
Alex. O I am ſhot, a forked burning arrow 
Sticks croſs my ſhoulders : the ſad venom flies 
Like light'ning thro* my fleſh, my blood, my marrow : 
Ly/. This muſt be treaſon. 
Perd, Wou'd I cou'd but gueſs, 
Alex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure ? 
A bolt of ice runs hiſſing thro' my bowels : 
*Tis ſure the arm of death ; give me a chair ; 
Cover me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter, 
And my knees knock together. 
Ferd. Heaven bleſs the king! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of heaven? 
T am all hell ; I burn, I burn again. 
The war grows wond'rous hot ; hey for the Tiger, 
Bear me, Bucephalus, amongſt the billows ; 
Otis a noble beaſt ; I wou'd not change him l 
For the beſt horſe the ſun has in his ſtable : } 
For they are bot, their mangers full of coals, 


Their 
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Their manes are flakes of light'ning, curls of fire, 
And their red tails like meteors whiſk about. 
JJ Help all, Eumenes help, I cannot hold him. 
.* Alex. Ha, ha, ha; I ſhall die with laughter. 
Parme nis, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon fellow, 
That ragged ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Greeh, 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Peri ans, 
With nothing but a ruſty helmet on, thro' which 
The griſly briſtles of his puſhing beard 
Drive 'em like pikes.—Ha, ha, ha. 
Perd, How wild he talks ! 
Lyſ. Yet warring in his wildneſs. (they come: 
Alex. Sound, ſound, keep your ranks cloſe, ay now 
O the brave din, the noble clank of arms ! 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move : 
Darius comes, ha, let me in, none dare 
To croſs my fury; Philotas is unhors'd ; 
tis Darius; 
I ſee, I know him by the ſparkling plumes, 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horſes 
But like a tempeſt thus I pour upon him — 
He bleeds, with that laſt blow I brought him down : 
He tumbles ; take him, ſnatch the imperial crown— 
They fly, they fly, follow, follow, Victoria, Victoria, 
Victoria -O let me ſleep. 
Perd, Let's raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his bed. 
Alex. Hold, the lea ſt motion gives me ſudden death; 
My vital ſpirits are quite parched up, 
And all my ſmoaky entrails turn'd to aſhes. 
Lyſ. When you, the brighteſt tar that ever ſhone, * 
Shall ſet, it muſt be night with us ſor ever. 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die: 
Weep not, my dear companions, the good gods 
Shall ſend you, in my ſtead, a nobler prince, 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs conduct. 
Ly/. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind expteſ- 
ons. [ Mars. 
Perd. We will not part with you, nor change for 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this ring, 
And ſee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammon. 
Lyſ. To whom does yout digad majeſty bequeath 
'The empire of the world. Alex. 


ay, 
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Alex. To him that is moſt worthy. 
Perd. When will you, ſacred fir, that we ſhould give 
To your great memory thoſe divine honours, 
Which ſuch exalted virtue does deſerve ? 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in peace. 
Your hands—O father, if I have diſcharg'd 
(Riſes, 


The duty of a man to empire born; 
If by unwearied toil I have deferv'd 
The vaſt renown of thy adopted ſon, 
Accept this ſoul, which thou didſt firſt inſpire, 
Which, with this ſigh, 1 give thee back again. 5 
ies, 
I. Eumenes, cover the fall'n majeſty : F 
Tf there be treaſon, let us find it out ; 
Lyf:machus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And {wears by theſe moſt honour'd dear remains, 
He will not taſte thoſe joys which beauty brings, 
Till be revenge the greateſt, beſt of kings. 
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HAT cer they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 
Who in this cenforious-age did poliſh firſt : 
Who the befl PLAY, for one poor errour blame, | 
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As prieſts againſt our ladies arts declaim, 


And for one Patch, both Soul and body damn, P, 
But what does more provoke the ACTORS rage, T, 
(Fer we muſt ſhow the grievance of the luge) 855 WW 
Is, that our women who adirn each play, WW 
Bred at our coſt, become at length our prey: 72 
While green and ſour, like trees awe bear them all, G. 
But when they're mell;w, ſtraigbt to you they fall: D 
You watch em bare and ſquab, and let em reſt, 17 
But with the fir /t young down you ſnatch the neſt. | 
Pray leave thoſe poaching tricks, if you are wiſe, 5 
5 Th 
Ere we take ou letters of repriſe. 
Fer we have wow'd is find a ſort of toys * 
Known to black friars, a tribe of chopping boys : 4 
If once they come, they'll quickly ſpoil your ſport ; = 


There's not one Lady will receive your court ; 

But for the youth in Petticoats run wild, An, 
With ob the archeſt wag, the ſweeteſt child, 

The panting breaſt, white hands, and lily feet 

No more ſhall your pall'd thoughts with pleaſure meęt. 

The woman in boys clothes, all boy ſhall be, 

And never raiſe your thaughts above the knee, 


Well 
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Well, if our women knew how falſe you are, 

They wou'd ay here, and this new trouble ſpare 2 
Poor fouls, they think all goſpel you relate, 

Chard with the miſe of ſettling an eſtate : 

But when at laſt your appetites are full, 

And the tir'd Curip grows, with ation, dull; 
You'll find ſome trick to cut off the entail, 

And ſend em bnck to us all worn and ſtale. 

Perhaps they'll find our Rage, while they have rang'd 
To ſome wile canting conventicle, chang'd : 

Where, for the ſparks who once reſorted there 

With their curl'd wigs then ſcented all the air, : 
They'll ſee grave blackheads with ſhort greaſy hair. 
Green-aprons, Steeple-bats, and Collar-bands ; 

Dull ſniv ling rogues that ring, not clap their hands 
Where, for gay punks that drew the ſhining crowd, 
And miſſes that in vizards laugh'd aloud, 

They'll hear young ſiſters figh, ſee matrons old, 

To their chap'd cheeks their pickÞd herchers Hold, 
Whoſe Zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, 

Our flying angels to augment their crew z 

While Farringdon, their hero, ſiruts about 'em, 

And neer a damning CRITICK dares to flout em. 
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